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REVIEWERS. 



FATHER 5 of Wisdom, a poor wi^ht befriend ; 
Oh, hear my simple prater in simple lays : 
lnformdmnq>msDtho\d I oend. 
And or your Worships ask a liUk praise. 

I am no cormorant for fame, ^je see ; 

) ask not all the laurel, but a sprig ! 
Then hear me, guardians of the sacred Tree, 

And stick a l^for two about my wig. 

In sonnet, ode, and legendary talc. 

Soon will the press my tuneful soul display : 

Then do not damn 'em, and prevent the sale ; 
And your petitioner shall ever pray. 

My works condemn^, the Muse with, grief will groan—- 
The censure dire my lantern jaws will rue ! 

Know, I have teeth and stomach like your own. 
And that I wish to eat as well as yot^.^ 

I never said, Kke murderers in their dehs. 
Ye secret met in cloud-capp'd garret high, ^ 

With hatchets, scalping-knives in shape of pens. 
To bid^ like Mohocks, hapless authors die : , , 

Nor said, (in your Reviews,' togetlier strung) 
The limbs <>f butcher'd writers, cheek by jowl, 

LookM like the legs of flies on cdbwebs hung 
Before the hungry spider's dreary hole. 

B 2 "" I ne*cr 



4 TO THE &BVIEW€RS. 

I n^'cr dec!wrM, that, frightful as the Blacks 

In greasy flannel caps y6 met together, 
With scarce a rag of shirt about your backs 

Or coat or breeches to keep out the weather. 

Heav'n kaows Vm innocent of all transgression 
Against your Honours, men of classic fame ! 

J ne'er abuVd your critical profession^... 

Whose dktujii saves at once or damns a name. 

I never questioned your profound of head. 

Nor vulgar calPd your wit, your manners coarse; . 
JJor swore on butcher'd authors that ye fed, 

Like carrion crows upon a poor dead horse.' 

1 never said, that, pedlar like, ye sold. 

Praise by the ounce, or pound, lik^ snuff or cheese f . 
Too well 1 knew ye silver scorn'd, and gold-^ 

Such dross, a sage Reviewer neyer sees 1 

I never hinted, that with half a crown 

Books had been sent you by the scribbling tribe i 

Which fee had purehas^ pages of renown : 
No — for I know you'd spurn the paltry bribe. 

I ne'er aven*d, ye critics to a man. 

For pence, would sw,ear an owl excell'd the lark ; 
Nor call'd a coward gang/ your grave Divan, 

That stabbM, like base assassins, in the dar)e. 

I never praised, o^ blam'd, an author's book, • ' 
Until your wise opiniops came abroad : • 

On these with holy rev'rence did I look j 

With you I prais'd, or blamM, so help me G — d I 

The famM Lo?f oiNos all -the world nntst know : 
The gape of wonder AaisiARCHus drew. 

As well as A t B x-A N o E r's * Tutor, lo I 
All I aU great critics, gentlemen, like you. 

♦ Aristotle.. 

I L Did 



I TO THK ftsviiyri&f, ^ 

! Did ^ny ask me, " Pray, Sir, your opinion 

I " Of those Revieweff, who so bold bestride 

" The world of learn hig, a^d with proud dominion^ i 
I " High on the backs of. crouching auUK>r4 ride ^'^ 

Quick have I answer'd, in a rage, '" OddN blood ! 

'* No works like (heirs such criticism convey: 
" Not all the timber of Dodona^s wood 

'' £Vr poured more sterling oracl^ than they.** 

Did others cry, " Whatever their brains indite, 
( " Be sure, is excellent-^a partial crew ! 

I " With lo Paeans usherM to the light, 

'* And praisM to folly in the next Review :* 

This was my answer to each snarling elf, 
, (My eyeballs fili'd with fire, my mouth with foam) ^ 

'* Zounds! is not justice due to one's dear self? 
' " And should not charity begin at home }" 

Full often IVebten questioned with a sneer— 

" Think you one could not bribe ^em ?"— " Not ik 
nation.*' — 

'* A beef-stake, with a pot or two of beer, 
" Might save a little vdun^ from damnation.*^ 

Furious IVe answer M, " Lo! my Lord Carlisle 

*' Implores, in vain, a seat in Fame's old temple; 
'' Though you applaud, ihcir wisdoms will not smile; ^ 
I ^ And v^at they disapprove is surely simple, 

" Could gold succeed, enou^ the peer might raise « ^ 
^ '' To buy the shirtless critics o'er and o*er: 

I " Tis merit only can command their praise, ■ } 

" Witness the volumes of Miss Hannah Moai.* 

••^ 

* A Lady talked of for her rhymes, and emphadcaliy e^^d, 
by a certuin class of readers, the tenth M\^e. 

, .1 B3 ' ^ "The 



•ft- TO TftB'RtVieWfiR^i 

" The Search for HdppinesSi that beaat«mrt «bng> 
" Which all of us would give out ears to own; 

** The Captive, Percys both^ like muslard strong, 
'* That woeftil, foree froB» Pit v's souJ the groan *.'*^ 

Hall» Bri.<iol CotCn ! figsoUa now no inore> . , > 

Since Gar kick's SAi;pii0 singSj.though rath/er^Iowlj r 

Allhail^ Miss Hannah! worth »t least a score, - »> 
Ay> twenty seqr^^ of Chatterton and Ro-w^lev. 

Men of prodigious parts are mostly shy : 
Great Newton *s self this failing did inherit; 

Thus, frequent, you avoid the public eye. 

And liide ill lurking holes a world oi merit. ' [ * 

Yet oft your cautious modesties I see, ^ 

When from your bow'r with bats ye Wing the dark: 

And ^Hndays, when no catchpoles pr^Mvl for prey. 
Dining with good Duke Humphry in tiie Park;" 

Meek Sirs ! in frays ye choose not to appear, 
A circumstance most natural to suppose, - , 

And therefore bide your precioiis heads, forfes^r 
Some angry bard, abusM, should pull yoiu nose» 

The world's loud plaudit. To ^ ye don*l dfesii^e. 
Nor do ye hastily on books decide; ; • 

But first at ev'ry coffee-iiouse inquire. 
How, in its favour runs the public tide. 

There, Wisdom, often with a critic wig. 

The face.demgre, knit brows, and forehead scowlhlg^ 

Pve seen o*er pamphlets, with importance big, 

Mbusiii^'^for faults,, or, if yo\i*il have it, audUg^ > ** 

Herculean (^^t^men I I dread your drubs^ . , ' »» 
• Pity the 4ifted: yvlMtes of both my eyes 1 . 
Strung with new strength beneath your massy clubs, 
Alasi|I sli4llnot an Anx-«vs rise.. ' ■ ^ . ^. 

• A pair of tra^eciies. '♦-'•. 



TO TH^ Kl;viEWIR». f 

Lo, like an elephant along the ground. 

Great Caliban, the giant Johnson stretchM ! 
The British Roscius too your clubs confound* 
- Whose fame the farthest of the stars hiath reachM* 

If such^ so easy sink beneath your might. 
Ye Gods ! I .may he done for in a trice : 

HurlM by your rage to everlasting night — 

Cracked with that ease a beggar cracks his lice. 

If, awful Sirs, ye grant me my petition, 

Withbrother pamphlets shall my pamphlet shine; 

And shpuld i^ chaiA^e to pass a first edition. 
In capitals shall stare your praise dixine. 

Quote from my work as much as e*er yoa please j 
For extract<%y lo ! I'll put no angry face on ; 

Nor fill a hungry lawyer's fist with fees. 
To squeeze JoHNMuRRAYlikethe furious Mason** 

Sage Sirs ! if favcJur in your sight I find. 
If fame ye grant, I'll bless each gen'rous giver; 

Wish you sound coats, clean linen, masters kind,f 
Gallons of broth, and pounds of bullock's liver. 

i * 

* The contest between Mr. Mason and the Bookseller added 
not an atom to tliQ reputation of the Poet* ' 

t The Bookselicrt. 
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REVIEWERS. 



WRITTEN FOS. A FKIEND. 

^npiS hard. Messieurs Reviewers, *pon my soul, ■ » 
*- Ye thus should lord it o*er the world of wit : 

No higher court your sentence to cpntrou!. 
Ye hai\g, or ye reprieve, as ye think fit I 

Whether, in calf, your labours of the year 
Rank ^ith immortal bard.<, or boxes line ; • 

Or, torn for secret services, oh dear ! 
Are offer'd up at Cloacina's shrine ; 

Whether ye look all rosy round the gills* 
Or hatchet-fac'd like starving cats so lean^; 

Whether your criticism each pocket fills 

With half-pence, keeping you close shav'd and clean $ 

Whether in gorgeous laiment ye. appear. 

Or tatters ready from } our backs to fall ; 
Whether with pompous wigs to guard each ear. 

Or whether you've no wigs or ears at all j 

Whether ye look like gentlemen or thieves, 

I hale usurper^ of the critic throne ; 
Therefore his compliments t)je poet gives. 

And humbly hopes you'll let his lipes alone. 

Stay till he asks your thoughts^ ye forward sages ; 

Ofliciousness the modest bard abjures : 
Tis surely pert to meddle with his pages. 

Who never deign'd to look in one of jfpwy. 

LYRIC 



LYRIC ODES 
ROYAL ACADEMICIANS, 

FOR M,DCC,LXXXn« 



"Arma virosgrn 



Taint Mid the Men of Canyast fire my L«yt» 
Wha shew their Wotkt for Profit tod for Pniiei 
Whote 'Pockets krtow most comfortable Fillings-^ 
Gaining Two Thousand Pounds a-yeas bj ShilUngs. 
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LYRIC ODES, 



ODE L 

{^eter givefh an acccmat of hit great Kelatkm— boattcth-* 
praiseth Sir William Chambers and Somenet-Houto— ap« 
plaudeth Sir Joshua Reynolds, aad sheweth deep classic 
Learning. 

\/r^ iC6usin PiKDARf in his Odes» 

•*^-*' Applauded Horsejocke3rs and Gods, 
Wrestlers and Boxers in bis verse divine i 

Tlien shall not I, who boost his fitf^ 

And old hereditary lyre. 
To British Painters ^ive a golden line ? 

Say, shall yon Dome stupendous rise. 

Striking with Attic front the skies— 
The nursing dame of many a Painting Ape;* 

And I immortal rhyme refuse. 

To tell the nations round the news. 
And make poftterity with wonder gape? 

Spirit of Cousin Pin da r, ho ! 

By all thy Odes, the world shall knowj 
That Chambers plann*d it— Be his name <ever'd !<--» 

Sir Wi LLi A m's journeymen and tools, 

(No pupils of the Chinese Schools) 
With stone, and w:po4» and lime, the fabric r^earM !. 

* fainting Ape jr^TYiis exjircssion is by no means meam to 
convey the idea of insult. — ^There is, great propriety, if not 
poetry in it. — The reader will please to recollect, »hat painting 
IS an imitative art.— Monkies are prodigious imitators — ^witness 
my own odes* — Besides, Pope compliments the immortal New- 
Ion by -a similar allusion. 

, Thus 
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Thus bavin jT put the knight In rhyme/ 

Stone, men, aiDd timber, to6ls »n4 Itmei; * 

Let us survey what this rare Dome contains*— 

Where rival Artists for a name. 

Bit by that glorious mad-dog Fame, . 
'Have fix'd the labours of tlieir brush and brains. 

Muse • Sir Jo sHt>A*s >inaster-han4 
Shall first our lyric laud command- — 

Lo ! Ta It LET ON "dragging on'bis boot so tigbC ! 
His Horses feel a godlike rage. 
And yearn with Yankies to engage — - 

I think I hear them snorting for the light ! 

BehoH with fire each eye-ball glowing ! 

1 wish indeed their mane^ so flowing 

Were more like hair i' — the brutes had been as good. 

If, flaming with such classic force, 

Thiey had resemWed less that horse 
Call'd Trojan — and by Greeks composed of wood. 

Now to yon trptting ange! let us go— 

A vesy fine performance too, I trow. 
Who rides a cloud— indeed a heavy hack — 

Which to my mind doth certSs bring 

That easy bum-delighting thing. 
Rid by the * Chancellor— yclep*d a sack. 

Yet, RcYKOLDS, let me fairly say. 

With pride f pour the lyric lay - 

To most things by thy able hand exprest— 

Cbmpar'd, to other painting-men. 

Thou art an eagle lo a wren ! — 
Now, Mistress' Muse, pray wait on Mister West. 

♦ The Lord Chancellor, la the House ol Lords, sits con- 
itaatly on a woolsack. 
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peter falleth foul on Mr. We&t for representing our blested Re- 
deemer like an Old-Clothes-Man — ^and for mureprescnting 
the Apostles— Cutteth up Mr. West's angels — Attacketh ano- 
ther picture of Mr. West's*— Weepeth over the hard fate of 
Prince Octavius and Augustus, children of our most glorious 
Sovereign. 

OWEST, what hath thy pencil done ? 
Why, painted God Almighty's son 
Like an old-<:k>thes-raan, about London street ! 
Put in his hand a rusty bag. 
To hold each dainty, rusty i-ag ; 
We then shall see the character complete. 

Til* Apostles too, I'm mu^h afraid. 
Were not the fellows -thou hast made— 

For Heaven's sake, rub those rascals out again—- 
There's not a mortal who believes 
They look'd like old* Sidvatar's Thieves, 

.Although they might not look like gtnttenten. 

Saint Paul most candidly declares^ 

He could not give himself high airs 
Upon his .persoi>— which was rather homely — 

fiut really, as for all the rest. 

Save Judas, who was a rank beast. 
They all were decent labourers, and comely. 

Tliy Spiriis top can't boast the graces^^ 

Two Indian angels by their faces — 
But speak— where are their wings to mount the windJ? 

One would suppose M'BrideI had met 'em"-» 

If thou hast spare ones, quickly ^et 'em. 
Or else the lads will both be left behind. 

* Salvator Rosa, happy in his characters of banditti. 
J. f Capt»M*Bnde, famous for zoirtging men of war, as well 4S 
partridges.— See bis letter to the Admirsaty. 

-Vol. L P Ghost 
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Ghost of *Octavius ! tell the bard. 

And thou, Augustus, us'd so hard. 
Why West hath murderM you, tny tender latobs ? 

Ye bring to mind vile Richard's deed. 

Who bade your royal cousins bleed, 
for which the world the tyrant's niem'ry damns. 

To give the dev'l his due, thou dost inherit 
Some pigmy portion of the painting spirit ; 

But what is this, compared to loftier things ? 
Thine is the fortune, (makinff rivab groan) 
Of wink and nod familiar from the throne. 

And' sweetest whispers from the best of kings« 

Nods, and winks-royal, siftce the world began. 
Are immortalities for little man. 

A whisper, like the breeze that lifts the dust. 
And mounts o'er chimney tops the giddy straw. 

Can raise a rascal to a place of trust. 

Whose back has bled beneath the whips of law. 

Roll on a beggar but the rojal eye. 

How the rogue puffs amid th' enlarging li^t! 

Stretch'd by its bme, the fellow's ten feet high— v 
Just as tne magic-lantern swells the mite: 

Such is the pow'r of kings to make one stare-r- 
Thus are kings, conjurors, I do declare. 

• A picture christened the Apotheosis of the young gcntlemeni 
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ODE HI. 

Peter adminlsterotH sage advice to very ydUDg Faiotefs. 

T>EOPLE must mount by slow degrees to glory — 
^ n^is stairs must lead us to the attic story — 
Thus thought my great old Name-sake, Peter Czar; 

Who bound himself, in Holland, to a trade ; 

A very pretty carpenter be made ; 
And then went * home, and built a man of war. 

The lad who would A Apothecary shine. 
Should powder claws of crabs, and jalap, fine | 

Keep the shop clean, and watch it like a porter ; 
Learn to boil glysters— nay, to give them too. 
If blinkio2 nurses can^t the business do ; 

Write well Uie labels, and wipe well the mortar. 

Before that boys can rise to master-tanners. 
Humble those boys must be, and mind their manners i 

Despising Pride, whose wish it is to wreck 'em; 
And mornings^ with a bucket and a stick. 
Should never once disdain to bend and picky 

From street to stre^, rich Iu;np8 o(4ibum Gracunh 

Thus should young limning lads themselves demeSui; 

Learn how to keep their masters', brushes clean. 
And learn to squeeze' the colours from their bladdersp-^ 

Furbish up rags; the shining pallet set ; 

Keep the knives bright, and dke the eaael neat-* 
Such arts, to Fame's high temple are the. ladders. 

Young men, so useful are the arts I mention | 
(Believe me, not an atom is inventioii). 

* Te Russia* 

C 2 The 
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The instant that I pen this ode, I know 
A jew-like, shock-}H>l)M, scrubby, short, bla/ck man. 
Wore like a coblei* than a genlleman — 

"Working on canvass, like a dog in dough. 

By heavens ! with scarce more knowledge than these. 

He earns a guinea ev'ry day with ease; 
Attempteth heads of princes, dogs, cats, 'squires-r— 

Now on a monkey vent'reth, now a saint ; 
Talks of himself, and much himself admires. 

And struts ^e veriest Bantam Cock of Painf, 

But ijfiind me, youths, I don*t conceit advise. 
Because 'tis fulsome to men's ears and eyes 5 
Whose tongues might cover you with ridicule 5 
And pray, who loves the appellation. Fool f 

Yet, if, in spite of all the Muse can say. 
You. will insisi on going the wrong way. 
And wifh to be of men the laughing-stock- 
Copy our little old black bantam cock ; 

Whose soul, moreover, of such sort is; 

With so much acrimony overflows. 

As makes him, wheresoe'er he goes, 
A walking tiiumb-bottle of Aquafortis. 



ODE IV. 



The Lyric Bard eommendeth Mr. Gainsborough's Pig*-Rec&rti> 
mendeth Landscape to the Artist. 

A ND noWji.O Muse, with sorig so big^ 
-^^ Turn round to Gainsborough's Girl and Pig, 
Or Pig and Girl I rather should have said : 
The pig in white, I must aljow. 
Is really a well-painted sow: 
I wish to say the same tiling of the maid. 

As 
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As for poor St. Leger and Prince; 

Had I their places^ I should wince. 
Thus to be gibbeted for weeks on high: - 

Just fike your fekms after death. 

On Bagshot, or on Hounslow Heath, 
That force from travellers the pitying sigh. 

Yet Gainsbo&ougb has inerit too. 

Would he his charmingybr^ pursue; 
To mind his landscape have the modest grace : 

Yet there sometimes are Nature's tints destpis'd : 

I wish'd them more attended to, and priz*d, 
Jnstead of trumpVy that usivps their place. 



ODE V. 

Peter quarreHeth with Fat— Provcth its fiatal inconveiiienrefr— 
Accounteth for the leanness and rags of the Muses — Display- 
eth military sciencer-^TeUeth a wonderful Story of a Sjianith 
Marquis— Tallceth sensibly of a greyhound, a hawk, and a 
race-horse-— Pointeth out the proper subjects for grease. 

T>AJNT£RS and poeU never should be fat— 

•*• S<Mis of Apollo! listen well to that: 
Fat is foul weather, dims the fancy's sight: 

In poverty, the wits more nimtjly muster : 

Thus stars, when pinch'd by frost, cast keener lustfe 
On th^ black blanket of Old Mother Night.- 

Your heavy fat, I will maintain. 
Is per/ect birdHme of the brain ; 
And, as to goldfinches the birdlime clings. 
Fat holds ideas by the legs and wings* 

Fat flattens the most brilliant thoughts. 

Like the bufF-stop on harpsichords or spinete— 

Muffling their pretty tuneful throats. 
That would have chirp'd away like linnets. 

C 3 Not 
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Not only fat is hurtful to the Arts, 
But Love, at fal—^v'n Lovk Almighty. sfArts>*»> 
Love hates Urge, lubberly, fat, clumsy fellows, * ' \ 
Panting and blowing like a bUcksmith's beibws. 

In parliament, amidst the varkms chat. 
What eloquence of North's is lost by fat! 
Mute in his head-piece on his bosom hung. 
How many a speech hath slept upon his tongue! 

So far Apollo's right, I needs must own. 
To keep his sons and. daughters high m bone: 
The Nine too, as from history we glean. 
Are, like Dor Quixote's Rosin ante, kan; 

Who likewise fancy all incumbrance bad. 
And therefore travel very thinly clad ; 
Looking like damsels just e^ap'd from jails. 
With baiks nl fresvo, and with tatter'd tails. 

How with large rolls of fat would act 

A soldier, or a sailor ? 
And 'tis a well-attested fact, 

Apollo was as nimble as a taylor. 
How could he else have caught that handsome fltrl. 
Miss Da'fkne, racing through the p€x>Uaiid dict^ 

The Marquis of Cerona, of great parts. 

Could scarce support himself, he was so big- 
He starv'd — drank vinegar by pints and quarts. 

And got down to a christian — from a pig. 
Some author says, his skin (but some will doubt him} 
Would fold a half-a-dozen times about him» 

Reader!—- of lie I urge not an iota: 

His skin would really round his body come, 
Thougt) tight before as' parchment on a drum- 
Just like a Portuguese Capota.— » 



Yes 
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Yes-— yes— -indeed I solemnly repeat. 
Painters and bards should very little eat : 
No matter, verily, how slight their fiure-— 
Nay, though camelion-like they fed on air — 

Else they're like ladies much inclinM to feeding — 
Who, often when they fatten, leave ofT breeding : 
Or, like the hen, facetious ^sop's story. 
So known — ^I shall not lay the tale before ye. 

Ye would not load with fat, a running horse. 
Or greyhound ye designed to course ; 
Nor would ye ratten up tlie hawk 
Ye mean to nknble birds to talk. 

Then pray, young brusAmen, if ye wish to thrive. 
And keep your genius, and the art alive. 

Gobble not quantities of flesh and fish ^p : 
Be IN OS who can no harm from fat receive. 
May feast securely — then for heav Vs sake leave 

Grease to an alderman, a hog, or bishop*— 



ODE VL 



Peter flattereth Mr. Mason Chamberlin; and that mokt hrilUant 
landscape-painter, Mr. Loutherbourg — ^Peter admircth, ptais- 
ethy and consoleth the English Claude, Wilson. 

'T'HY portraits, Chamberlin, may be 
-*- A likeness, for as I can see ; 

But, faith ! I cannot praise a single feature : 
Yet, when it so shall please the Lord, 
To make his people out of board. 
Thy pictures will be tolerable nature. 

And LouTHERBovRG, when Heaven so wills. 
To make brass skies, and golden hills. 
With marble buUocksrin glass pastures grazing : 

Thy 
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Thy reputation too will rise. 
And people^ gi^ping with surprise. 
Cry, " Monsieur Louthe&bourg is most amasdngl'^ 

But thou must wait for that event- 
Perhaps the change is never meant — ' 

Till then, with me, thy pencil will not shin^— 
Till then, old red-nos'd * Wi l s o n 's art 
Will hold its empire o'er my heart. 

By Britain left in poverty to pine. 

But, honest Wilson, never mind ; 

Immortal praises thou shalt ixnd. 
And for a dinner have Jio cause to fear.—- 

Thou start'st at my prophetic rhimes 1 

I>on^t be impatient for IJiose times ; 
Wait till thou hast been dead a himdred' year. 



ODE VII. 



Peter breaketh out into learning, and*talk:6th Latin— >Adviseth 
young artists to do no more than they can do— Recommendetli 
to each the knowledge of his genius — ^Peter talketh of .^Esop's 
fables and Mister Stubbs. — ^Peter ventureth on the stage— 
Recordeth a story of an actor,' and concludeth facetiously. 

« §^UIfit Mcecenas, ut nemo quam sihi jo?'/€»*"— 

Was partly written for those fools 

Who slight the very art that would support 'em. 

In spite of Gratitude's and Wisdom's rules. 

* This great Artist was desired by Sir W. Chambers, his 
friend, to paint a picture for a great King : the Artist painted the 
picture for the great King ; it was one of the finest he ever ex- 
ecuted ; the picture was shewn to the great King, which was 
laughed at, and with contempt returned. The picture is now 
in the author's possession.— Why have we not a life of Wilson, 
whose eye was as perfect in the perception. of aerial nature, as 
that of Claude, and whose ideas weie of a much superior order 
of grandeur ? 

It 
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It brings to mind old i£sop's tate> so sweet. 

Of a poor country-bumkin of a stag. 
Who usM to curse ^ts cturasv legs and feet. 

But of his horns did wonderRuly brag : 

Unlike bur London poor John-Bulls, 

Who, from the wardrobe of their sculls. 

Could, with the greatest pleasure, piecemeal teaf 

^uch pretty-looking ornamental geer. 

But, to the story ot the Buck, 

Like many English ones, much out of luck. 

' The mom was fresh, the scent was good. 
And Buck by thundering hounds pursu'd : 

His legs so friendly bore him like the wind j 
In short, he mock'd the thundering sounds— 
In short, he laugh'd at all the hounds— 

And left tbem, with a *f— , bdiind. 

And now a thicket's to be sought : 
In rush'd the stag, as quick as thought- 
No sooner got among the thorns. 
But Buck's entangled by the horns :— 

Up come the dogs,, at length, with dreadful note } 
- In vain he struggles — ^hound on hound 
Pulls the poor prisoner' to the ground — 
Then enters Huntsman John, and cuts his throat» 

Unfortunately for the graphic art. 
Painters too oilen their true genius thwart ; 
Mad to accomplish what can ne'er be done. 
They form for criticism a world of fun. 

The man of hist*ry longs to deal in little. 
Quits lasting oil for perishable spittle : 

• This is really too much An Rabelais' and Dr. Swift's vulgar 
manner — an arrant lapsus Un^u<p» Xi** nice- nosed reader is 
therefore dc^^ired to tura his nose up. or awry at this nasty allu- 
sive lettes. 

The ^ 
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The man of tniniature to hist'ry springs, ' 

Mounts with an ardour wild the broom-like brush. 
Makes for sublimity a daring push. 

And shows, like Icarus, hfs ieMe wings* 

'Tis said that nought so much the temper rubs 
Of that ingenious artist. Mister Stu b bs. 
As catting him a horse-painter— ^how strange. 
That St u BBS the title sliould desire to change ! 

Yet doth he curses on th' occasion utter,- 
And, foolish, quarrel with his bread and butter : 
Yet, after landscape, gentlemen and ladies. 
This very Mister Stubb's prodigious mad is; 

So quits his horse — on which the man might ride 
To r AME^s fair temple, happy and unhurt; 
And takes a hobby-horse to gall his pride. 
That flings him, like a lubber, in the dirt. 

The selfsame folly reigns, too, on the stage-* 
Such for impossibilities the rage ! . 

The Man of Farce, to Tragedy aspires. 
And, calf like bellowing, reels heroic fires— 

Wbston for Hamlet and Othello sigh*d. 
And thought it dev'lish hard to be deny'd.— • 
The courtly Abington^s untoward Star 
Wanted her reputation much to mar. 
And siiik the Lady to the Washing-tub— 
So whispered — " Mistress Abington, play Scrub.^ 
To folly full as great, some imp may lug tier. 
And bid her slink in Filch, and Abel logger. 

An Actor, living at this time. 

That now I pen my verse sublime. 
Could not, to save his soul, find out h is /or*— 

But io ! it happen'd'on a lucky night. 

He on the subject cot a d^ of light ; 
And thus doth Fame the circumstaHce report. 



ARer 
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After exhibiting to Pit and Boxes, 
To take a dram^ the Actor stroll'd to * Fox*fr— 
. Where soon his friend came in, such fine tilings saying. 
Offering a thousand pretty salutations. 
With full confirming oatK-ejaculationt 
Unto this Son of Thespis, on his playing. 

*' Damn me/' quoth he, ** but tliou hast wond'rous 

merit— 
** Thou playMst to-night, mj friend, with matdileit 

spirit : 
*' Zounds ! /my dear fellow, let me go to HJI, 
" If ever part was acted half so Veil !'* 

The Actor blushM, and bow'd, and silly look'd^ 
To hear such compliments so nicely cook'd. « 

Getting the better of his mauxfime honte. 
And staringat the other's steady front. 

Quoth lie, " What part, pray, mean ye ? for, in troth, 
" I know of none that you should so coaunend.''*— ' 
*' What part !'» repliecf the other wkh an oath : 
*' The kind-part of a Jack-ass,*!- my dear friend !** 

The Player, charm'd instead of being hurt;i 
ThankM him for the discovery of his/or6— 
ftursuM his genius — sought no higher ^ame. 
And by his Jack-ass won unamed iame. • ^ 

* A Tavern near the Play-house. 

''f A part in one of the Pantomimet, which contains a large 
portion of kicking, braying, obstinacy, and toll- wriggling. 
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ODE vni. 



Peter reprehendeth Mr. and Mrs. Cosway, and seemeth, at last, 
ashamed of his attack — ^He trimmeth Dr. Johnson's jacket->-> 
and commendeth the beauty of J^raite in a style unknown 
before. . x 

FIE, Cosw>vy ! Vm asham'd to cay 
Thou own'st the title of R, A. 
I fear, to damn thee 'twas the Devil's sending. — 
Some honest calling quickly find. 
And bid thy Wife her kitchen mind. 
Or shirts and shifts be making, or foe mendisf. 

If Madam cannot make a shirt. 

Or mend, or from it wash the dirt. 
Better than paint, the Poet for thee feels— 

Or take a stitch up in thy stocking, 

(Which for a wife is very shocking) 
I pity the condition of thy heels. 

What vanity was in your skulls. 

To n>ake you act so like two fools, 
T' expose your daubs, tfoo' made with wond'rous pains 
out? 

Could Raphael's angry ghost arise^ 

And on the figures cast his eyes. 
He'd catch a pUtol up, and blow your bcains oAt« 

Mu s E, in this criticism^ I fear 
' Thou really ha5it been too severe ; 
Cos w AY paints Miniature with decent spirit. 
And Mrs. C o s w a y boasts some merit* 

Be more like courtly Horace's thy page ; 
And shun of furious Juvenal the rage. 
Of whom old Scaliger asserts — '• aui jtiguiai*''-^ 
Id a^-rnot murder would he boggle at. 

He 
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He was a furious fellow, to be sure. 

Like Johnson, whom the world could scarce endure J 
Who, surely, bore his tommy-hawk about. 

And glorying in a Despot's rude dominion, 

Scalp'd, without mercy, ev'ry man's opinion. 
Which from his mouth should aare to venture out. 

Where Johnson sat (which Candour sore bewaiU!) 

Men put forth words so cautious ! — just like snails^ 
So fearful, putting forth their tender horns. 

Shrinking and drawing in, and so afraid 

Of ev'ry foe' that rudely may iavade-^ 
Prickles, and nettles, and sharp wounding tfaornt • 

Lo ! our opinion is a child so dear. 
We love its prattle, though a nmple note^ 

And, consequently, can't with patience bear 
The ruffian that would cut its little throat- 

» 
.Sw|§et is the voice of Praise ! — Oh, soflas silk* 
I wish the world's rude v^ins could run with milk ! 

Praise is rich sunshine- weather — all enjoy it-— 
To catch it, ev'ry one is so alive-^. ..i. . . 
Blest as the bee^, that humming from their hive. 

So advantageously employ it. • 

But Censure is a cloud so cold, that scowls 
And.spits — now souses us p'er head aiikl ears. 

Spoils our best clothes; and jus^t like poor soak'd fowls. 
Drooping, so foolish cv'ry man appears* 



Praise is a pretty woman^ soft white hand, . 

That smoothing, tickles to our skin; ... ^ ^i :. \ 
Censure, a currycomb we can't withstand, 

Brings-blood^ and. puts us quite upon the grmt i 

MusE^ listen to this lecture — ^o thy, waysr-- ^.' . ^,,,> 

And quitting Ce'nsure, sacrifice to P&Aisii* /. ;.,!,, 3 

Vol., I. D o»« 
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ODE IX. 

Peter exhibiteth great Biblical knowledge^—Immortaliseth bir 
Grace of Queensberry — Con'demneth Imitators, and maketh 
comparisons, of Painters and Pointers, a Lais and a parcel of 
Ensigns. 

SIR JosRUA, (for Pve read my Bible over) 
Of whose great brush I Own myself a lov^r. 
Puts me in mirS of Matthew, the first chapter — 
A genealogy £ read .with rapture — • 
Abr&m got idiiac>-^fiaac> Jacob got — 
Joseph to get, was Jacob's lucky lot. 
And all Jae's>brath€rs, 
Who very naturally got others. ^ 

A genealo^^ soiUi of blood. 

And eke so full of piety — so good — . <, . 

Pleasing to'ine,' as unto' Qi? be nsb^ry's Grace 

The genealogy of hordes; 

So famous on the famous courses, 
Thatbring to mind the fam'd Olympic race. ' 

Sir Joshua's happy pencil hath produc'd 

A host of Copyists, much of the same feature; 

By which the TB-t Hath greatly been abused. 
I own Sir Joshua great; but Nature grea^cr^ 

But what, alasi is ten. times worse. 
The progress of the art to curse; 
The CapSfiMs, hove been copied too; 
And that, Fm sure, will never do. 

.; - I 

Such Baintiprs are like pointess seeking gawne— 
Intent on pleasure and dog- fame. . 

Suppose a half^4o25en dogs, or mor^i . . 
Snuflfing> arid «camf'rin^, <5rossingthe field o'^r : 
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« 

Lo ! one dog scents ihe partridge — points— 
FixM like a statue on the fragrant gale! 

How act the others? Stop their scamper'ing joints: 
And, lo ! one's nose pokes forth on t'otber's tail. 

Perhaps this dog-comparison of mine. 
Though vastly natural and vastly fine. 
May not be fully, understood 
By all the younding painter brood; 
Therefofi?, that into orror they mayn't roam. 
Suppose we keep a little more at hotne. 

Suppose a Damsel of the Cyprian class^ 
A tresh-imported, active, blooming lass. 

Gay, tripping, smiling, ogling, in the Park- 
Suppose those charms, so pleasing to the eye. 
Catch the wild glance, and start the am'rous 8igb» 

Of some young roving Military spark! 

Lo! as if touch'd by bailiffs, or by thunder. 
Sudden he stdp**— all-over staring wonder*— 
A thousand ^ncies his warm brain surround ; 
And naii'd, as if by magic to the gpround. 
He points towards those- fascinating charms 
That rous'd the host of passions up in arms. 

A brother Ensign spies the stock-still lad. 

And sudden halts — grave pond 'ring what it means-** 
Another Ensign taking iliis for mad. 

Upon his supple-jack, deep-marvelling, leans : 

Another Ensign after him, too, saunterir^g. 

Stops short, and to his eye applies his glass — 

To know what stay'd his brother En'sign^s cantering, 
^ot dreaming of that eye-catcher, the Lass. 

Thus nosing one the other's back. 
Stands in a goodly row the King's red pack: 
Except the first, whom Nature's charms inflame— 
His nose is properly towards the game* 

P 2 ' E'en 
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E'en so, the President, to Nature true, . 
Doth mark her form, an4 all her haunts pursue; 
Whilst half the silly Brushiaen of the land. 
Contented take the Nymph at second-hand; 
Imps, who just boast the merit of Translators-^ 
Horace's servumpecm — Imiiaiors, 



ODE X. 

Peter is witty on Messieurs Setrcs and ZoflFaini, andprabetl^ 
and condcmneth Mr. Barret. 

CERRES and Zoffani! I ween, 

^ I better works than yours have seen.— 

Yeu'll say, no compliment can well be colder- 
Why, as you scarce are in your prime. 
And wait the strengthening hand of Time, 

I hope that you'll improve as you grow older *. , 

[ Believe me. Barret, thou hast truth and taste; 

Yet sometimes art thou apt to be unchaste ; 
Too oft thy pencil or thy genius, flags — 
^ Too oft thy landscapes, bonfires seem to be; 

And in thy bustling clouds, methinks I see 
The resurrection of OLD rags. 

Ah! Catton, our poor feelings spare I 

Suppress thy trash another year ; 
Nor of thy folly make us say a hard thing — 

And lol those daubs amongst the many, ^ 

Painted by Mister Edward Penny! 
They truly are not worth one half a farthing. 

-* The first is abqut 70 3rears of age, and the last 63 or €4. 



ODE 
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ODE XI. 

Feter cannonadeth Fashion — Adviseth people to ute their own 
eyes and noses ; and ordercth what it to be done with a bad 
noie, 

/^NE year the Powers of Fashion'rule 
^^ In favour of the Rdman School — 

Then hey^ for drawing ! Raphael and Poussin : 

The following year, the Flemish brush shall strike- 
Then hey, for coldufing ! Rubcrw and Vandyke; 

And, lo ! the Roman k not worth a pin^ 

Be not imposM upon by F a s h j o n 's roar — 
Fashion too oflen makes an k!le noise;. 

Bids us, a fickle jad^, like fools adore 
The poorest trash, the miserablest toys. 

And as a gang of thieves a bustle make^ 

With greater ease your piirse.to take,. 

So Fashion frequently, her point to gain^ 

Sets up a howl enough to stun a stone,. 
And fairly picks the pocket of your brain^ 

That is, if any brain you chance to own. 

Carry your eyes with you where-e'eryou'go— 

For not to trust to them, is to abuse 'em : 
As Nature gave them t'ye, you ought to know 

The wise old lAdy-jnea«t thai you^should use 'em ; 
And yet, what thousands, to our vast surprise^ 
Of pictures judge by other people'^ eyes I 

When Nature made a present of a nose 
To each nfah*s lace, we justly may suppose 
She meant, that for itself U>e nose should think^ 
And judge in matters of perfume and stink; 
Not meint it for a mule alone, poor hack I 
To bear horn spectacles upon its back— 
" Suppose it cannot smell, what then 1'' you'll say— ^ 
" Fling it. away.*' 

D3 - oDi 
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ODE XII. 

The Lyric Bard waxeth witty on Mr. Peters* s Angcl and Child, 
and also Madam Angelica Kauffman, talking nnblushingly of 
a wedding-night! 

DEAR Peters ! who^ like Luke tlie Saints 
A tnan of gospel art> and paint. 
Thy pencil flames not with poetic fury. 
If Heav'n's fair angels are like thine. 
Our bucki, I think, O grave Divine, 
May meet in t'other world the nymphs of Drury, • 

X The infant soul I do not much admire : 
It boasteth somewhat more of flesh than fire— 

The picture, Peters, cannot much adorn ye — 
I'm glad though, that the red-fac'd little sinner; 
Poor soul 1 hath made a hearty dinner 

Before it ventured on so long a joufney. 

Angelica my plaudit gains — 

Her art so sweetly.canvass stains ! 
Her dames, so Grecian, give me such delight ! 

But, were she marrierl lo such- gentle males, 
^' As figure in her painted talcs, « . „ 

I fear she'd find a stupid wedding-night 



ODE. XIIL , 

Peter lasheth the ladies— He turneth Story-teller— Peter grievctlu 

ALTHOUGH the ladies with such beauty blaze. 
They very frequently my passion raise. 
Their charms compensate, scarce, then: want ortaste. 
Passing amidst the ExH I BTTioN crowd, ' 

I heard some da-tn^^els fashionabh/ loud 5 ' ' 

- And thus I give the dialogue that pass'd. 



Oh 
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" Oh ! the dear man ! (cried one) look ! here's a bonnet! 
** He shall paint me — 1 am determined on it— 

^' I^rd ! Cousin, see ! how beautiful the gown ! 
" What charming colours ! herd's tine lace, here's gauxe ! 
" What pretty sprigs the fellow draws ! 

" Lord, Cousin t he*s the cleverest man in town !*' 

" Ay, Cousin,'* cried a second, " very true — 

" And here, h^e's charming green, and red, and blue— 

" There's a complexion beats the rouge of Wax & en ! 
" See those red lips, oh, la ! they seem so nice ! 
" What rosy cheeks then. Cousin, to entice !— 

'' Compared to this, all other heads are carrion. 

" Cousin, this limner quickly will be seen 

" Painting the t^R INC ESS Royal, and the Queen : 

" Pray don't you think a*? I do, coz f 

" But we'll be.paintedjfm, that's poa." 

Such was the very pretty conversation 

Tliat pass'd between the pretty Misses, 
Whilst unobserv'd, the glory of our nation. 

Close by them hung Sir Joshu a's niatchless pieces — 
Works I that a Titian's hand could form alone- 
Works ! that Cork EG lo had been proud to own. 

Sorrowing, O Readers, let me .lay before ye. 
What lately happen'd — therefore a true story. 



A STORY. 

WALKING one afternoon along the Strand, 
My wond'ring eyes did suddenly expand 

Upon a pretty leash of Cornish lasses. — 
" Heav'ns ! my dear beauteous angels, how A*y% do ? 

'-'- Upon my soul I'm monstrous glad to see ye." 
" Swinge 1 Peter, we are glad to meet with you ; 
" " ** WeVe just ^o London come — well, pray how be yfe? 

•* We're 



52 LVRIC OD^S, F0« M,D'<S<HLXXaC4l. 

" We^Tejusta'going'whae'tUU^ht, 
" To see St. Pa u l's before 'tis datk.— 

" Lord! come;foronce,be sopolitie, 

'^ And condescend to be bur sfMirk/^ 

*' Witli all my hear(, my cherubs/*— On we walk^d> 
And much of London — much of Cornwall talk'd ; 
Now did Ihug myself to think 

How much that glorious structure wotik) surprises- 
How from its awfiil grandeur they would shrink 

With open mouths^ and marv'lirtg eyes ! . 

As near to Ludgate-hill we drew,, 

St. Paul's just opening on our view ; 

Behold, my lovely strangers, one and all^ 

Gave a most diaboKc sc|uall. 

As if they had been tumbled on the stones. 

And some confounded cart had crushed their boti^s. 

After well frightVme people with their cries. 
And sticking to a riDDon-shop their eyes. 
They all rush'd in, and swift to patterns ran. 
And, imitating Babel, thus began : — ^ 

*' Swinge 1 here are colours then, to please ! - 

" Delightful thifigSj I vow to Heav'n ! 
" Why ! not to see such things as these, - . . - 

*' We never should have been forgiv'n.— r 

" Here, here, are clever things — ^good Lord ! 

" And, sister, here, upon n>y word— 
*' Here, here !— look ! here are beauties to delight : 

" Why !. how a body's, heels might dance, » 

*' Along from Laancestbn to Penzance, 
'* Before that one might meet with suc^h a sight !'* 

" Come, laditts, 'twill be dark,'* said I, " Ifear : 
" Pray let US view St. Paul's, 'tiiijkow so near.*' — 

" luordl Peter, (cried the girls) don*t mind St« Paul I — 
•' Sure ! youVe a most incurious soul— ^ " 

'• Why 
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" Why— we can see the church another day ; 
" Don't be afraid-^t. Paul's can't run am^/* 

Reader, 
if e'er thy bosom felt a thought sublime. 
Drop tears of pity on the Man of Rhyme I 



I ODE XIV. 

Peter discUimelh fls^tterf— Pescriboth the Grand Meoarqiic-i>» 
and promiseth critical candour. \ 

^nPIS very true that flattery's not my farte-^ 
i * I cannot to stupidity pay court— 

And swear a face-look^ sense (th« picture puffing) 
That boasts no more expression tlian a muffin* 

And yet, a Frenchman can do this. 
And think he doth not act amiss ; 
, Although he tells a most confounded lie.— 

King Lewis leads me into this remark, 
Cali'd by his people all, le Grande MoKARaux-^ 
A demi-god in every Frenchman's eye. 

His portrait by some famous hand was done. 
And then exhibited at the Salon : 
At once a courtly critic criticises — 
*' Where is the brilliant eye, the charming grace, 
'* The sense profound that marks the Royal face— 
i " The soul of Lew 15 „ that so very wis« is ?" 

j Yet when he bawl'd for sense, he bawl'd, I wot, 

[ For furniture the head had never got. 

j Reader, believe me, that this gentleman 

^ Was form'd on Nature's very homely plan.— 4 

Clumsy 
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Clumsy in legs and shoulders^ head and gullet. 
His motith abroad ihseetning wonderlost. 
As if its meaning had given up the ghost ;; 

His eye far duller than a leaden bullet ; 
Nature so sjighting the poor Royal nob. 
As if she bargained for it by the job. 

Therefore, should mighty G , or great Lord Nortk# 

Both gentleforks ofhigh condition; 
Think it worth while to send their faces forth. 

To stare amidst the Royai. Exhibition-* 

If likenesses, Pll not condemn the picture. 
To complinoent those mighty people's pollij 

I scorn to pass unfair and cruel strictures; 
By asking^ for the graces, or their ^ouls» . . 



OJDE XV. 

Peter pitifully praiseth Mr; Stubb«, and administereth trhole- 
•ome advice^-Sm'ptiseth Mr. Hone with a compiinient^^Cdii- 
cludcth with suspectjing the ingratitade of the Roy^ Acade- 
micians. 

XTTELL-pleasM thy horses, Stubbs, I view, 
^ ^ And eke thy dogs, to horneli/ nature true : 
Let modern artists match thee, if they can — 

Such animals thy genius suit ; 

Then stick, 1 beg thee, to the brute. 
And meddle not with woman, nor with man. 

And now for Mister Nathan Hone — • 

In portrait thoM^rt as jnuch alone. 
As in his landscape stands th' unrivallM Claude ! 

Of pictures I have seen enough. 

Most vile, most execrable stuff; 
But none so bad as thine, I vow to God. 

Thu* 
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Thus in the cause of painting, loyal. 

Sublime I've sung to artists royal—- 
With labour-pains the Muse haUi sore been torn ! 

And yet each academic face, 

I fear me, hath not got the grade 
To smiie upon the banding, now 'tis bom. 



LYRIC 
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ODE L 



Peter Yaumeib cxceedingly-T-<lisplayeth groat learniDg. tnd 
plteously compiaioeth of tbe reg nugusta domi'^VLe pnitetli 
the kind Reviewers — ^Describcth himFclf moct pathetically-* 
Consoleth himself— Diilikcth the road to the Temple of Fame 
by means of shooting, poison, or hanging — Addresscth great 
folk — Giveth the King a broad hint^Asl^eth a simple (ques- 
tion — Maketb as simpl^e an apostrophe to Oeoiot. 

CONS of the Brush, I'm liere a^ain ! 

For hang me if my last y^r's Odes 
Paid rent for lodgings* nt:aT tlie gods. 
Or put one sprat into this mouth divine. 

For odes, my Cousin had rump-stakes to eat ! 

So saya Pausanias — loads of dainty meat ! 
And this the towns of Greece, to give, thought fit j 

The best historians, one and all, declare 

With the most solemn air, 
Tlie poet might have gultled till he split. 

How different far, alas ! f»y worship's fete ! 

To soothe the horrors of an empty plate. 
The grave possessors f ofthe critic throne 

Gave me, in truth, 'a pretty treat — 

Of flattery, mind me, not of meat ; 
For they, poor souls, like me, are skin and bone. 

* The attic stpr}-, or, according to the Vulgar phrase, garreu* 
f See the Reyicws for last year. 

E-2 No 
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No, no ! with all my lyric pow'r??, 

Vm not like Mistress Cos way's Hours,* 
RecKas cock-turkeys, plupp as barn-door chicken; 

Merit and I are miserably off — 

We both have got a most consumptive cough ; 
Hunger hath long»o«r harmless bones been picking. 

Merit and T, so innocent, so good. 

Are like the little children in tlie wood ; 
And soon, like them, shall lay us down and die ! 

May some good christian bard, in pity Strong, 
• Turn redbreast kind, aiKl with the sweetest song 
Bewail our hapless fate with wat'ry eye ! 

Poor Chat'te.rton was starvM — with all his art ! 
Some consolation this tp my lean heart ; 
Like him, in holes too, spider-like, I mope; 
And there ray Rey'rcmce may remain, alas ! 
The world will not discover it, the ass ! 

Then up your Walpoles, Bryants, mount like bees ; 

Then each my pow*rs with adoration sees — 
Notliing their kind civilities can hinder j 

When> likjB an Otho, 1 am found ; 

Like Jacob's sons, they'll look one t'other round, 
And cry^ *' Who would have thought this a young Pindar 

Hanging's a dismal road to fame — 

Pistols and poison just the same — 
And what is worse, one can't come back again ; 

Soon as the beauteous gem we find. 

We can't display it to mankind. 
Though won with such wry mouths and wriggling pain. 

Ye Lords and Dukes so clever, say, 
(For ye have much to give away, 

* A sublime picture this ! the expression is truly Homerical. — 
The fair artist hath, in the most surprising mauntr, communi- 
cated to canvass the old bard's idea of- the brumly-J'aceotHows. 

S«e the Iliad. ^ 

And 



;v 
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And much your gentle patronage I lack) 

Speak, is it not a crying sin. 

That Folly's guts are to his chin. 
Whilst mine are slunk a mile into my back ! 

Oft as his sacred Majesty I see. 

Ah ! George, (I sigh) thou hast good things with tbee« 
Would make me sportive as a youthful cat ! 

It is not that a soul so ioyal 

Would wish to wed the Princess Royal, 
Or be archbishop — ^no ! I'm not for that. 

Nor really have I got the grace 
To wish for Laurcat Whitehead's place $ 
Whose odes Cibberian— 'Sweet, yet very manir, 
Are set with «quai strength by Mister Stanley/ 

Would not one swear that Heav'n Io\''d fools, 

There's such a number of them made ; 
Bum-proof to all the flogging of the schools, 

No ray of knowledge could their skuiU pervade? 
Yet, gauge the pockets o^' those fellows breeches. 
We stire like congers at their riches. 

O Genius ! what a wretch art thou. 

Who canst not keep a mare or cow. 
With all thy compliment of wit so frisky ! 

Whilst Folly, as a mill-horse blind. 

Besides his compter, gold can find, 
And Sundays sport a strumpet and a whiskey i 



E 3 ODE 
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ODE II. 



Peter tarneth critic — Makcth handsome promises to Mr. West^ 
and, lik.e great folk, breaketh his word — Laugheth at the 
figure of King Charles — Lashcth that of Oliver Cromwell ; 
and ridiculeth the pair of Apostles, Peter and John, galloping 
to the Sepulchre — Undcrstandeth plain work, and justly con- 
demneth th^ shortness of the skirjts of Mr. West's Angels — 
Concludeth with making that artist a handsome offer of an 
Americaii.jinmortaHty. 

"VTOW for my criticism on paints, 

•^^ Where bull-dogs, heroes, sinners, saints. 
Flames, thunder, lightening, in, confusion meet ! — 

Behold the Works of Mister West ! 

That artist shaU be first add rest — 
His pencil with due reverence, lo I I greet. 

Still bleeding from his last year's wound. 
Which from my doughty lance he ftujnd ; 
Methink§ I hear the trembling painter bawl, . 
'" Why dost thou persecute me, Saul ?" 

West, let me whisper in thy ear — 

Snug as a thief within a mill. 
From me thou hast no cause to fear: 

To panegyric will I tiyn my skill ; 
And if thy picture I am forced to blame, 
ril say most handsome things about the fram^. 

^ Don't be cast down — instead of gall, . 
Molasses from my pen shall fall : 

And yet, I fear thy gullet it is such, 
That, could I pour all Niagara down. 
Were Niagara praise, thou wouldst not frown, . 

Nor think the thund'ring gulph one drop too much. 



Yc ' 
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Ye gods ! the portrait of the King !* 

A very Saracen ! a glorious thing ! 
It shows a flaming pencil^ let me tdl ye— 

Methinks I see the people starc« 

Andf anxious for his life, declare^ 
" King George hath got a fire-ship in his belly." 

Thy Charles ! what must I say to that ? 

fkich face unmeaning^ and so fiat !-* 
Indeed first cousin to a piec6 of board : 

But, Muse, we've promised in our lays. 

To give bur Yanky painter praise ; 
So, Madam, 'tis but fair to keep our word. 

Well then, the Charles of Mister West, 

And Oliver, I do protest. 
And eke the witnesses t of resurrection, 
, Will stop a hole, keep out the wind. 

And make as good a window-blind. 
As great Corre^o's,J plac'd fonhorse protection. 

They'll make good floor-cloths, taylor's measures ; 

For table coverings, be treasures ; 
With butchers, form for flies most charming flappers : 

And Monday mornings at the tub. 

When cjueens of suds their linen scrub. 
Make for the bUie-nos'd nymphs delightful wrappers* 

West, I forgot last year to say. 
Thy Angels did my delicacy hurt ; 

Their linen so much coarseness did display : 
What's worse^ «ach had not above half a shirt. 

• Such a despicable performance as would disgrace a sign- 
post; the drawing, colouring, composition, so very, very bad. 
The txpretston has the only merit. 

f Peter and John. 

+ Corregio*s best pictures were actually made use of .In* the 
royal stables in the North, to is;cep the wiad from the tails of the 
horses. 

I tell 
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I tell thee, cambrickline ars webs of spiders. 
Ought to have deck'd that braK:e of hda^<dnly riders* 

Could not their saddle-bags, pray, jump 

To somewhat longer for each rump ! 

Vd biF^much -better at a Wappiog shop, 

Bv vulgar tongues baptiz'd a slop ! 

Do mind, my friend, thy bits anotlier time. 

And thou shalt cut a figure in my rhyme : 

Sublimely tow Vmg 'midst th* Atlantic roar, 

ni uaft thy praises to thy native shore i* 

Where Liberty's brave sons their pGBanssing^ 

And ev'n the donvict fbeis himself a King* • 



ODE III. 

The Poet addrcsseth Mr. Gainsborough— -Exhibiteth great Scri|»- 
ture crudiiion — Condemneth Mr. Gainsborough's plafiarism—* 
Giveth the Ar*ist wholesome advice. ^ 

NOW, Gainsborough, let me view thy shining 
labours,' 
Who, mounted on thy painting throne. 
On other brush men look'st contemptuous down. 
Like our great admirals on a gang of swabbers. 

My eyes broad-staring wonder leads 

To yon dear nestf of royal heads ! 
How each tlie soul of my attention pulls ! 

Suppose, my friend, thou giv'st the fran\e ,. . , 

A pretty little Bible name, . • - . ' 

And calPst it Golgotha, the place of shills f 

Say, didst thou really paint *em ? . (To be Txti :) 
An angel finish'd Luke's transcendent line — 

Perchance that civil Angel was with thee— 
For let me perish, if I think them triine. 
* America. • ' . ' • ; 

f A frame full of heads,- in most f'unbh invitation of the 
Roy^l Family. 

Thy 
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Thy dogs * are good !— but yet, to make them stare, • 
The piece has gain'd a number of deriders : 

They tell thee. Genius in it had no share. 
But that thou foully stol'st the curs from Snydbrs. 

I do not blame thy borrowing a hint; 

For, to be plain, tliere's nothing in't — 
The man who scorns to do it is a log ; 

An eye, an ear, a tail, a nose. 

Were modesty, one might suppose; 
But, z — ds ! thou must not smuggle Ihe whole dog. 

O Gainsborough, Nature 'plaineth sore, 
That thou hast kickM her out .of door. 
Who in her bounteous gifts hath been so free. 
To cull such geniuK out for thee ! 
Lo! all thy efforts without her are vain I 
.Go find her, kiss her, and be friends again. 

The Vomish Boyf, in tin-miues bred; 
Whose native genius, like his diamonds shone. 
In secret, till chance gave him to the sun ? 
'Tis Jackson's portrait — put the laurel on it. 
Whilst to that tuneful swain I pour a sonnet. 



SONNET, 

TO JACKSON, OF EXETER. 

XPNCHANTING harmomst! the art is thine, 
•*^ Unmatched, to pour the soul-dissolving air. 
That seems poor weeping Virtue's hymn divine. 
Soothing the wounded bosom of Despair ! 

* A picture of boys setting 405s to fight, 
t Opic. 



O say. 
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O gay, what minstrel of the sky hath giren 
To swell the dirge, so musically lorn ? 

Declare, hath dove^y'd Pity left her heaven. 
And lent thy happy hand her Jyre to mourn? 

So sad, thy sounds of hopeless hearts complain. 
Love, from his Cyprian isle prepares to fly; 

He hastes to listen to* thy tender strain. 
And learn from thee to breathe a sweeter sigk. 



ODE V. 

The great Peter, by a bold Pindaric jump, Feapeth from Sonnet 
to Guli-catching. 

And place a fish upon it for the fools, 
A sprat, or any fish by Gulls ador'd : 

Those birds, who love a lofty flight. 
And sometimes bid the sun good night: 

Spying the glittering bait that floats below. 
Sans cer6m<mie, down they rush, 
(For Gulls have got no manners) on they push; 

And what's the pretty consequence, I trow? 
They strike their gentle jobbernowls of lead 
Plump on theJboard — then lie like boobies dead. 

Reader, thou need'st not beat thy brains about. 
To make so plain an application out ; — 
There's many a painting puppy, take my word. 
Who knocks his silly head against a board — 
That might have help*d the State — made a good jailor, 
A nightman, or a tolerable taylor. 

ODE 
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ODE VL 

Tetei ditcovereth more icriptaral erudition— OrotrctK sarcastic 
on the EKhibition — Giveth a wonderful account of Sc. Deniitt 
^Blttshetli for the honour of his couniry-^Talkcth tcn^iblf 
of the Que de Chartces and the French King. 

" PIND me in Sodom out," (exclaimed the Lord) 
^ '* Ten gtnUemcn, the place shan't be wn-iownd^^ 
" That is, I will not burn it ev'ry board:*' 

The dev'l a Gentleman was to be found ? 
But this was rather hard, since Heav*n well knew 

That ev*ry fellow in it was a/ei0. 

This house is neBri^rm the mne condition — 
Scarce are good things amid those wide abodes. — 

Find me ten pictures in this Exhibition, 
That ouffht not to be d— ^'d. Pi! burn my Odes! 

And then the world will be in fits and vapours. 

Just as it was for poor Lord Mahspield's papers*. 

St. Dennis, when his head was taken off, 
Hugg'd it, and kiss'd it-*-€arricd lift mile: 

This yit9A9. pJeasftfit miracle enough. 
That maketh flMny aa unbeliever smile, 

" 'Sblood ! 'tis « Ue \" ye roar— Pray do not swear^ 

Ye may .believe the wondrous tale indeed! 
^peak, havVt vou said that many a picture here 
' Was really (xme by lolks without a head \ 
And haven't you sworn ^this instant, with surprise. 
That he whohiA^mthiitgUmi neither handt nor ey«s > 

^To the irrepwable loss of Qie fnabUc, and the great law e<* 
pounder, Uirnt ! tmrnt in Lord George Gordon's religious con- 
Aigration*— The newspapers liowlcd for montbs over their 
ashes*— OAr jtam satis est. 

How 
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How is it that such miserable stuff 

The walls of this stupendous building stains ? 

The Council's ears with pleasute I could cuff; 
Mi*id me — I don't say batter out their brains. 

What will Duke Chartkes say when he goes home. 

And tells King Lewis all about the room? 

Why, viewing such a set of red-hot heads. 

Our Exhibition he will liken hell to ; 
Then to the Monarch, who both writes and reads. 

Give hand-bills of the wondrous Katterfelto ; 
Swearing ih' Academy was all so flat. 
He'd rather sec the wizard and his cat. 



ODE VIT. 



Peter elegantly and happily depicteth his great Cousin of 
Thebes— ijalketh" of Fame — Horscwhippeth the painters for 
turning their own trumpeters. 

A DESULTORY way of writing, 'J 

A hop and' step and jump rtode of ■ inditing, • 
My great and wise rdation, Pindar, bblisted : ' 
Or, (for I love the bard to flatter) 
By jerks, like boar-pigs making watdr, 
whatever first came in his sconce, 
Bx)unce, out it flew, lijte bottled ale, at once, 

A cock, a bull, a whale, a soldier roasted. 

i . . , . ' . y 

' What sharks. we Bdortals are for fam^! . . ^ 

How poacher-like we hunt the game ! 
No matter, for" it; how we play the fbol— . * 

And yet, *tis pleasing our own laud to hear. 

And really* ver^ natural t-o prefer . 
One grain of praise to pounds of ridicule. 
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I've lost all patience with the trade-*' 

I mean the paiiiters-owho can't stay 
To see their works by criticism di9{:Jay'dy 

And hear what others have to say ; 
But calling Fame a vile old lazy strumpet, 
Sound their own praise from their ovmpao^* trumpet 

Amidst the hurly-burly of my brain. 
Where the mad Lyric -Muse, with pain. 
Hammering hard verse her skill employs. 
And beats. a tinman's shop in noise; 

Catching wild tropes and similies. 
That hop about like swarms of fleas — 
-We've lost Sir Joshua — Ahi that charming elf, 
I'm griev'd to say^ hath this year lost kitnsclf* 

Oh ! Richard^ thy St. George f so brave. 

Wisdom and prudence oould not save 
From being foully murder'd, my good friend: 

Some weep to see the woeftu figure; 

Whilst others laugh, and many snigger. 
As if their mirth would never have an end* 

Prithee accept th' advice I give witli sorrow: 
Of poor St. -George the useless armour borrow. 

To guard thy own poor corpse— don't be a mule- 
Take it— e'en now thou'rt like a hedgehog, qtdU'd, 
(RiCKiLRP, I hope in God thou art not kiU'd) 

By the dire shafts ot merc'less ridicule. 

Pity it is ! 'tis true 'tis pity. 
As Shakespeare lan»eQtabIy says. 

That thou, in this observing city. 
Thus run'st a wh->4*g' after Praise : 
With strong desires I really tliink thee fraught ; 
But, DxcK, the nymph, so coy, will not be caught 

* At tbe beginning of the exhibitioo, the public papers 
fwanned with those self adulators. 

f See >fr. Cosway's picture of Fmdencc, Wisdom "and Va- 
lour, arming St. George. 

VoE. I. _ F Yet, 
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Yet, for thy consolation, raind ! 

In this thy wounded pride may refuge find — 
Think of the Sage, who w-anted a fine piece ; * 

Who went, in vain, dvQ hundred miles at least- 

On Lais, a sweet fille'de-joie, to feast — 
The Mistress Robinson of Greece. 

Prithee give up, and save thy paints and oil. 
And don't whole acres of good can\ as spoil ; 

Thou'lt say, " Lord ! many hundreds do like ync." 
Lord ! so have fellows robbed — nay, further. 
Hundreds of villains, have committed murtha*, 

But^ RiCH^RDi are these precedents for thee? 



ODE VIII, 
Peter growcth ironically facetious. 



T^ATURE's a coarse, a vile, daubing jade — 
^ ^ I've said it often, and repeat it — 
She doth not understand her trade — 

Artists, ne'er mind her work, I hope you'll beat it. 

Look now, for heav'n's sake, at her skies! 

What are they? — Smoke, for certainty, I know; 
From chimney-tops, behold! they rise. 

Made by some sweating cooks, below. 

Look at her dirt in lanes, from whence it comes — 
From hogs, and ducks, and geese, and horses bums-— * 
Then tell me. Decency, I must request, [ 

Who'd copy such a dev'Ush nasty becut f 

Paint by the yard — ^your canvas spread, ^ 

Broad as the main sail of a man of war— - 

Your whale sh^U eat up ev*ry other head, 
Ev'n as the sun licks up each sneaking star! 

I do 
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I do assure yoa, bulk is no bad trick- 
By bulky thint^s both men and maids are taken— 

Mind^ too, to by the paints like mortar thick, 
And make your picture. look as red as bacon. 

All folks love size; believe my rhyme j 

Burke says^ 'tis part of the sMinie. 

A Dutchman^ I forget his name — ^Van Grout, 
Van Slabberchops, Van Stink, Van Swab-* 

No matter, though I cannot make it out-^ 
At calling i^mes I never was a dab : 

This Dutchman then, a man of taste. 
Holding a cheese that weigh'd a hundred pound. 

Thus, like a burgomaster, spoke with judgment vast'^ 
" No poet like my broder step de ground: 

" He be de bcstest poet, look ! 

" Dat all de vorld must please ; 
*' Vor he heb vrite von book, 

" So big as all diss cheese ?'* 

If at a iistance you wouM paint a pig, 
Msdce out each single bristie on his back ; 

Or if your meaner subject be a wig. 
Let not the caxon a distinctness lack ; 

KIse, all the lady critics will so stare. 

And, angry vow, " 'Tis not a bit like hair !" 

Be smooth as glass — ^like Denner, finish high; 

Then every tongue commends, 
For people judge not otily by the eye. 

But fed your merit by their finger ends ; 
Nay! (Closely nosirtg, o'er the picture dwell^ 

As if to try ihe goodness by the srnelL 

Claude's distances are too confus'd— 
One floating scene — nothing made out— 

For which be ought to be abus'd. 
Whose works have h^n so cryM aboMt. 

F 2 Give 
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Give me the pencil, whose amazing st^rle 
Malce< a bird's beak appear at twenty mile; 

And to my view, eyes, legs, and claws will bring, 
Witb* ev'ty feather of his tail and wing. 

Make all your trees alike; for Nature's wild— • 

Fond of variety, a wayward child. — 

To blame jrour taste son^e blockheads may presume j 

But -mind that ev'ry one be like a broom. 

Of steel and purest silver form your waters. 

And make your ck>uds like rocks and alligators. 

Whene'er y6u paint tlie moon, if you are willing 
To gain apprau$e--»why paint her like a shilliiig! 
Or 4o£'s onght orb— -be sure to make him glow 
Precisely lik« a guinea, or a Jo*. 
In short, to get your pictures prais'd and sold^. . 
Convert, like Midas, every thing to gold. 

I see, at excdlence, you'll come at lasi"^ 
Your clouds are made of very brilliant stuff; 

Tile blues on China mugs are now surpassed. 

Your sun-sets yield not to brick walls, nor bufil 

In stumps of trees your art so finely thrives. 
They really look like golden-hafled knives i 
Go on, nay lads— Leave Nature^s dismal hue. 
And she, eit loog,. will came and copy .^u 

* A'Fortug;al coin, wtlgar^^ caUed a Johafmw. . v 



ODE 
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ODE IX. 

The tublime Peter concludeth in a iweau 

'pHUS have I finiah'd for this time, 
-■- My Odes, a little wild and rambling- 
May people bite like gudgeons at my rhyme! 

I long to see them scrambling-— 
Then very soon Til give 'em more (God willing;) 
.But this IS full sufficient for a ift^tttn^*. 

For such a trifle, such a heap ! 

Indeed I sellmy goods too chiap^ 

Pinish'd ! a disappointed artist cries. 
With open mouth and straining eyes; 
. Gaping for praise, like a young crow for nieat-<*> 
" Lord! whv you have not mentioned me!" 
Mention ihee! 
Thy impudence hath put me in a sweat — 
What rage for fame attends both great and small ! 
Better be d-*nM, than not be nam'd at all ! 

* Now ei^htcen-pence, wiUi additions. 



F 3 LYRIC 



LYRIC ODES 



TO TH« 



ROYAL ACADEMICIANS. 

FOR M,DCC,LXXXIV. 



, ^Ridcntem dicere vcnim 

Quid VCtat ?--r-. HORAT. 



( 37 ) 



LYRIC ODES. 



ODE. I. . 

t 

Tiie divine peter gtyetb an account of a conference he holil l.i»t 
year with Satire^ who adviseth him to attack, some of the 
R. A.'$, to tear Mr. Wetft worlu to pecet, abuse Mr. Oatni- 
borougb, fall foul of Mrs. Conway's Sampaoo. and give a gemie 
stroke on the back of Mr. Rigaud. — ^The Poet's gentle answer 
to Satire — ^The Ode of Remonstranoe that Peter rcceiired on 
account of his Lyrics — Satire's reply — Peter's Rcsolutioxu 

" ^ The great R. A.'s have wishM my song to cease; 
" I will not pludk & feather from your wing^s— 
'* So^ Sons of Canvass ! take your naps in peace.^ 

Such was my Ian! ^f^s gracious speech^ 
Sweet trs the Kmg^ to Cowinons and to Peers, 

Always wilh senses and tropes as plunncake rich; 
A luscious banquet for his people's ears ! 

" Ngt write V* cry'd Satire, red as fire with ragc?^ . 

" This nistant glorious war with Dullness wage j 
•** Take, take my supple-jack, 
*' Play St. Bartliotomew with many a back ! 

" Flay half th* Academic imps alive I 

" Smoke, smoke the drones of that stupendous hivQ^ 

** Begin with Geo RGE^s idol. West; 

'' And then proceed in ocder wkK the rest : 

•• ' "This 
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" This moment knock me clown his Master Moses,§ 
** On Sinai's Mountain, where his nose is 

" Cock'd up so pertly plump against the Lord^ 
" Upon my word, 
" With all that ease to Him who rules above, 
" As if that Heaven and he were hand and glove." 

"Indeed," quoth I, " the piece hath points of merit, 
•' Though not possessed throughout or e((ual spirit." 

*' What \" answered Satir e, *'not knock Moses down I 
'^ O stupid Peter I what the devil mean ye ? 

*' He looks a dapper barber of the town, 

" With paper sign-board out — * Shave for a penny.* 

, *' Observe the saucy Israelite €nce more — 
" Wears he the countenance that should adore I 

** No ! *tis a son of lather— a rank prig ; 
*' Who, *stead of begging of the Lord the law, 
*' With sober looks, and reverential awe, 

" Seems pertly tripping up to fetch his wig. 

*' With all tiie thunder bid the Muse ^ 

" Fall furious on the group of Jews, 
*' Wfiose shoulders are a'dorn'd with Christian faces i 

*' For by each phiz, (1 spe^ without ia gibe]^ 

" There's oot an Israelite ia all the tribe-— 
" Not that they are encumber^ by the Graces. 

" Strike off the head of Jeremiah,* 
" And break the bones of q\& Isaiah ;+ 

" Down with the duck-wingM Angels,+ that abreast 
" Stretch from a thing callM cloud, and by tlieir looks^ 
*' Wear more the visage of young rooks 

" Cawing for victuals from their nest. 

f Moses receiving the Law on Mount Sinai. 

• A picture by Mr. We»t. f Another pictufe by West. 

I In the Apotheosii, a picture by WesL 

'• ©eal 
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** peal Gain^borouci! a lash, for pride so stifiT, 
" Who robs us of such pleasure for a mifT;* 
[ " Whose pencil, when he chooses, can be chaste, 
! " Give Nature's form, and please the^ eye of Taste. 

" Of cuts on Sampson t don't be sparing, 
" Between two garden-rollers staring, 
I ^ '* Shown by the lovely Dalilah foul play! 
" To atoms tear that Frenchman's^ trash ; 
^' Then bountifully deal the lash 
^ " On such as dar'd to dub him an R. A.** 

Thm Satire to the gentle, Poet cry'd ; 

And thm, with lamb-like sweetness, I reply'd :-— 

** Dear Satire ! pray consult my life and ease ; 
" Were I to write whatever you desire, 
" The fat would all be fairly in the firei — 
' " R. A.'s surround me like a swarm of bees, 

*' Or like a flock of small birds round a fowl 
" Of solemn speculation, calPd an Owl." 

Quoth I, " O Satire, I'm a simple youth, 

" Must make my fortune, therefore not speak truth, 

" Although as sterling as the Holy Bible : 

" Triuk makes it (Manspielu sa^s) the more a libell 

" I shall not sleep in peace within my hutch ; 

** i,ike Doctor* Johnson,§ I have said too much.'* 

* This extraordinary and celebrated artist, too petulantly 
insisting on a violation of a law of the Academy, in order to ex- 
hibit a picture in a light suitable to his wishes, seceded from 
the Royal Academy on the disappointment. 

f A picture by Mrs* Cosway, % Rigaud* 

J The story goes, Chat Sam, before his pntttieat conv^^nion^ re- 
plied to his present Majesty, in the library at Buckingham- 
house, on being asked by the Monarch, why he did not write 
more — ** Please your Majesty, I have written tiw rnuch.** So 
candid a declaration, of which the sturdy moralist did not be- 
lieve one syllable, procured him a pension and a muzzle. 

When 
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When Mount Vesuvius* pour'd his flames, ' 

And frightened all the Naples dames. 

What did the ladie? of the city do? 

Why, order 'd a fat Cardinal to go ♦ • 

With good St. Januariiis's head. 
And shake it at the Mountain, 'midst his riot. 
To try to keep the bully quiet : 

The Parson went, and shook the jowl, and sped*; 
Snug was tlie word;, the flames at once kept hbifse; 
The frightened Mount grew mute as any mouse. 

Thus, should Lord Mansfield from his b^nch-agree> 
To shake his lion mane like wig at wtie. 

And bid his grim-look'd myrmidons assail ; 
Willi heads Medusar, and witji hearts of bone^ 
Lo ! if they did not turn me into stone. 

Yet might tbey turn my Umbs into »Jail^ 

ReacT, read this Ode, just come to haiMj> 

Giving the Muse to understand 

That cruelty and scandal swell her song, 

And that ^twere better fer- she held her tongue. 

To PETER PINDAR, Esa. 

. A beautiful Fable, and charBiiagly told; but unfortunately ttie 
roguish author leaves us in the dark with respect to his real 
meaning; that is, whether the compliment to the La4y be 
serious or ironical. 

A THOUSAND, frogs, iipon a summer's Jaj, * 
-^^ W^rc sporting *midst the sunny ray. 
In a large pool, reflecting evc^y fetcej— ; 

They show*d their gold-Jac'd clothes with pride^ 
In harmless sallte*;, firequent vied, 
Andgambord through the water with a grace. 

-•, See Sir Wijliam Hamilton^* acc©unt. 
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J^iappen'd that a band of hoys, 

Observant'of their harmless joys. 
Thoughtless, resoIvM to spoil their happy sport ; 

One frenzy seiz'd both great and small ; 
I Oh the poor frogs the rogues began to fall. 
Meaning to splash them, not to do them hurt. 

Lo, as old authors sing, ' the stones 'gan pour/ 

Indeed an Otaheite* show'r ! 
The consequence was dreadful, let me teU yc; 

One's eye was beat out of his head. 

This limp*d away, that lay for dead ) 
Here mourn'd a broken back, and there 'a hfiWyy 

Amongst the smitten, it was found; 

Their beauteous Queen receiv'd a wound ; 

The blow gave ev'ry heart a sigh. 

And drew a tear from ev*ry eye : 
At length King Croak ^ot up, and thus ji?<%im : 
" My lads, you think this very pretty fun 1 

" Your pebbles round us fly as thick as hops ; 
" Have warmly complimented all our chops : 
'* To j^oM I guess that these are pleasant stones 1 

" And so they might be to us frogs, 

" You damn'd young good-for-nothing do? s, . , ' 

*' But that tliey are so hard, they break our bones." 

Peter! thou mark'st the meaning of this fable- 
So put thy Pegasus into the stable ; 
Nor wanton, thus with cruel pride> • • 

Mad, Jehu-like, o'er harmless people ride. 

To drop the metaphor, the Fair,f 
Whose Works thy Muse forbore to spare> 

Is blest with talents Envy must approve;. 
And didst thou know her heart, thou sure would'«t say^ 
" Perdition catch the crud lay I'* . . . " .' 

Then strike thy lyre to Innocence and Love, 

* See the Otaheite Journals. f Mts» Cosway. 

Vox.. I. G y PA, 
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*' Vo\ poh!" cryM Satire, with a smile, 
*' Where is the glorious iVeedora of our Isle, 
" If not permitted to call names?*' , 
Metbought the argument had weight: 
" Satire, ^uoth I, " ^rou're very right—** 
So once more forth volcanic Peter flames \ 



ODE II. 

Tlie Poet e<^ecieth the Muse's warmth, who beginncth with 
little less than calliog names — Hinteth at some academic 
giants-^And concludeth with a pair of apt and elegant 
similies. 

'* npAGRAGS and bobtails of the. sacred brush' !'*-^ 

-* For Heaven's sake. Muse, be prudent ; — Hush ! 
hush ! hush f 

The Ode with too much violence begins : 
The great R. A.*s, so jealous of their feme. 
Will all declare, of them we make a game ; 
And then, the Lord have mercy on o»ir skins ! 

Think what a formidable phalanx. Muse, 
Strengthen'd by Messieurs Garvay and Rigaud, 
and Co. 

How dan^eroii^ such a body to abuse ! 

Then there's among the Academic crew, 
A Man * that made the President look blue ; 
Brandish'd his weapon with a whirlwind's forces. 
Tore by the roots his flourishing discourses ; 
And swore his own sweet Irish howl could pour * 
A half a dozen sucli, in half an hour. 

Be prudent, Mi\^ ! once more I pray-; — 

In vain I preach ! th' advice is thrown away : 



* Mr. Barry. 



Ev'n 
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Ev^n now ye turn your nose up with a sneer. 

And cry — ^Lord ! Kbynolds has no cause to fear : 

When Barky dares the President to fiy on, 

Tis Kke a mouse, that, workM into a rage, . 

Daring* most dreadful war to wage. 
Nibbles the tail of the Nemaean lion i 

Or like a louse, of mettle full, 

Nurs'd in some giant's skull. 

Because Goliah scratch^ him as he fed, ^ 

Employs with vehemence his an?ry claws. 

And gaping, grinnihg, formidable jaws. 

To cxtny oftht Giant's Head ? 



ODE III. 



The Poet addrcsseth Sir William Chambers, a gentleman of con- 
sequence in the election of R. A.'s — ^He accuseth the Koighr 
of a partial and ridicaloos distribution of the academic ho- 
nours — Threateneth him with rhyme— Adviseth areformatioa. 

/^NE minute, gentle laovv, retire— 
^^ Behold ! Vm graver than a mustard-pot ; 
The Muse, with bile as hot as fire. 

Could ca\\fool, puppy, blockhead, and " what not:*' 
As brother Horace has ii'^ tuniet jecur : 
Nor in her angry progress will I check her, 

I'm ^old, that Satan has been long at work 

To bring th' Academy into disgrace ; 
Oh ! may that Member's b-ck-de ieci his fork^ 
Who dares to violate the sacred place ! 
Who dares the devil join 
In so nefarious a design ? 
Yet, Lo ! what dolts the honours claim ! 
I leave their Works to tell their namet 

G 2 Th' 
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Th' Academy IS like a microscope-?- 

For, by {he piagnifyhig power, are seen 
Objects, that for attention ne'er could hope ; 
. No more, alas I tlian if they ne'er had beau 

So rare a building, and so grac'd ' 

With monuments of ancient taste, ^ 

Statues and busts, reljevos and intaglios ; 

for such poor things to watch the treasure. 

Is laughable beyond all measure—- 
Tis just like eunuchs put to guard seraglios. 

Think not. Sir William, Pm in jest — 

By Heaven ! I will not let thee rest : 
Yet thou may'st bluster like bull-beef so big ; 

And of thy own importance full. 

Exclaim, " Great cry, and little wool.'** 
As Satan holla'd, when he shav'd tlie pig. 

Yes,, thou shalt feel my tomahawk of satire. 
And find that scalping is a serious matter : 
Shock'd at th' abuse, how rage inflames my veins ? 

Who can help swearing when such wights he sees 
Crept to th' Academy by ways and means. 

Like mites and skippers in a Cheshire cheese ? 

What beings will the next year's choice disclose, 

*The Academic list to grace ? 
Some skeletons of art, I do suppose, 

Tiiat ought to blush to show their face. 

Sir William! tremble at the Muse's tongue; 
Parnassus boasts a formidable throng ! 
All people recollect poor Marsyas' fate. 

Save such as are dead, or drunk, or fast asleep : 
Apollo tied the culprit to a gate, 

And flayd him as a butcher flays a sheep. 
And why ! — Lord ! not as history rehearses. 
Because he scorn'd his piping, but his verses : 

In 
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In vain^ like a poor pillorjM punk, he bawl'd ! 

And kickM and writliM,and said his pray 'rs« and spnwl'd I 

Twas all in vain — the God pursuM his sport. 

And puird his hide off, as youM null your skirt ! 

Then bid not rage the Muse's soul inflame, 

Who^ thundering voice dattmtaion makes, brfame» 

You^U ask me, perhaps, " Good Master Peter, pray, 
" What right have^u to speak !" then pertly smiW. 

I'll tell you. Sir — My pocket helpM to pay 
For building that expensive pile, 

A pile that credit to the nation gains. 

And does small honour to your Worship's brains. 

It made a tax on candles and shoe-leather, 

Of monstrous use in dirty weather : 

It also made a \giX on butchers' shops. 

So spread its influence 9'er poetic chops ; 

A mo:it alarming tax to ev'ry poet, 

Whose poor lanK greyhound ribs with sorrow show it^ 

Therefore, Sir Knight, pray mend your manners. 
And don't choose coblcrs, blacksmiths, tinkers, tanners : 
*9o;;»e people love the converse of low folks. 
To gain broad grins for good-for-nothing jokes.— 
Though thou, 'midst dulness, may*st be pleas'd to shSnct 
Reynolds shall ne'er sit cheek-by-jowl with Swine* 
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ODE IV. 

The Poet again payeth his respects to Sir William Chambers— 
Complaineth of his illiberality in his choice of R. A.'s — 
Adviseth him to keep company with Prudence ; whom he 
describeth most naturally — He threateneth th€ Kni|j;ht — Con- 
cludeth with a beautiful simile. 

TT'HE Muse is in the fidgets— can't sit still — 
-*- She must have t'other talk with you. Sir Will. 
Since her last Ode, with sorrow hath she heard 

You want not men with heav'niy genius blest. 
But wish the title of R. A. conferred 

On such as catch the bugs and spiders best ; 
Wash off the larger statues best Ihe liaces. 
And clean the dirty linen of the Gr aces; 
Scour best the skins of the young marble brats. 
Trap mice, and clear th' Academy from rats. 

You look for men whose heads are rather tuhhiih. 
Or, drum-like, better form'd for sound than sejjse ; 
Pleas'd with the fine Arabian to dispense. 

You want the big-ban'd dray-horse for your rubbish. 

Kaise not the Muse's anger, T desire; 

High-born, she's hotter than the lightning's fire. 

And proud ! (believe the Poet's word) 

Proud as the lady of a new-made lord; 

Proud as, in all her gorgeous trappings drest. 

Fat Lady Mayoress at a city feast; 

Whose spouse makes wigs, or some such glorious things. 

Shoes, gloves, hats, nightcaps, breeches, for the King! 

Prudence, Sir William, is a jewel; 
Is clothesjiand meat, and drink, and fuel! 
Prudence! for man the very best of wives. 
Whom Bards have seldom met with in tlieir lives; 

Which 
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Which cerths doth account for, in some measure. 

Their grievous want of worldly treasure. 

On which the greatest blockheads make tlieir brags; 
And showeth why we see, instead of lace. 
About the Poet's back, with little grace. 

Those fluttering, French-like followers, callM rags. 

Prudence! a sweet, obliging, courtsy lug lass. 
Fit til rough this hypocritic world to pass! 
Who kept at first a little peddling shop. 
Swept her own room, twirl'd her own mop, 
Wash'd her own smocks, caught her own fleas. 
And rose to fame and fortune by degrees; 
Who, when she entered other people's houses. 
Till spoke tOy was as silent as a mouse is; 
And of opinions, though possess'd a store. 
She lefl them, with her pattens, at the door. 

Sir William, you're a hound! and hunting Fame: 

Undoubtedly this Lady is fair gamo: 

But, Nimrod, mind — my Muse is whipper-in ! 

So that if ever you disgrace. 

By turning cur, your noble race. 
The Lord have mercy on your curship's skin! 



ODE V. 



The Poet openeth his account of the Exhibitors at the Aca- 
demy — ^Pravpeth Reynolds — Half damneth Mr. West-^Com- 
pletely damneth Mr. Wright of Derby. 

IV/fUSE, sing the wonders of the present year: , 
^'^ Declare what works of sterling worth appear. 
Reynolds, his heads divine, as usual, gives 
Where Titian's and Corregio's genius lives! 
Works ! I'm afraid, like beauty of rare quality. 
Born soon to fade! too subject to mortality! 

West 
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West most judiciously my counsel lakes. 
Paints by the acre^— witness Parson Peter *: 

For garbs, he very pretty blankets makes. 
Deserving praises in the sweetest metre. 

The flesh of^ Peter's audience is not good— » 
Too much like ivory, and stone, and wood: 
Nor of the figures dare I praise th* expression. 
With some folks thought a trifle qf transgression. 

West, your Last Supper is a htmgiy piece; 

Your Tyburn Saints will not your fame increase; 

With looks so thievish, with such skins of copper ! 
Were they for sale, as Heaven's my judge. 
To give five farthings for them I should grudge. 
Nay, ev'n my old tobacco-stopper. 

Candour must own, that frequently thy paints 

Have play'd the Devil with the Saints: 

For me,' I fancy them like doves and throstles! 
But thou, if we believe % art. 
Enough to make us pious Christians start. 

Hast very scurvy notions of Apostles. 

What of thy f landscape shaH I say. 

Holding the old white sow, and sucking litter? 

Curs'd be the. moment, curs'd the day. 

Thou gav'st the Muse such reason to be bitter ? 

But Muse, be soft towards hira--K)nly sigh 

*' More damned stuff was never seen witli eye.*' 

Thou really dost not equal Derby Wright J, 
The Man of Night! 

* Peter preaching, by West. 

f A most pitiable performance indee<J.«— It may be fairly 
called the doiage of the art. 

J A painter of moon-lights. — In this new. edition, of the 
Odes, it is but just to acknowledge, that the author has seen 
some landscapes gi a late date, by this artist, that do him great 
credit. * 

O'er 



,1.YRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXV. ^9 

0*er woollen hills, where gold and silver moons 

Now mount like sixpences, and now balloons : 

Where sea reflections, nothing ivit'ral tell ye. 

So much like fiddle-strings, or vermicelli ; 

Where ev'ry thing exclaimeth, how severe! 

" What are we?*^ and " what business have we hcrc>** 



ODE VI. 



The Poet addresseth Majesty — ^Pleadeth the cause of poor ttarviag 
Poetry — He acknowledgeth in a former Ode the kindnesses 
of Fame, yet throweth out a hint to his Majesty that his finances 
inay be improved — He relateth a marvellous story of a Je- 
suit — Recommeiideth something similar to his Sovereign, 

A N*T please your Majesty, I'm overjojj'd 
•^^ To find your Majesty so fond of Fainting; 
I wish her sister Poetry employ'd— 

Poor, dear neglected girl ! with hunger fainting. 
Your Royal Grandsire, (trust me, I'm no fibber) 
Was vastly fond of Mister Colly Gibber. 

For subjects, how his Majesty would hunt ! 

And if a battle grac'd the Rhine or Weser, 
He'd cry—" Mine poet sal niak Ode upon't !*' 

Then forth there came a flaming Ode to C as Aft* 

Dread Sire, pray recollect a bit — 

Some glorious action of your life ; 
And then your humble poet's wit. 

Sharp as a razor, or a new-ground knife. 
Shall mount you on her glorious balloon Odes, 
Like Rome's great CiESAR, to th' immortal Gods*- 

A Naples Jesuit, History declares. 
On slips of paper scribbled prayers, 

• Divisum Imperium, cum Jove, Caesar habct. 

Which 
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Which shew'd of wisdom great profundity; 
. Then sold them to the country folks. 

To give their turkeys, hens, and ducks. 
To bring increase of Ibwl-fecundity : 

^ It answer'd. — On their turkeys, ducks, and hens. 
The country people all were full of brags — 
Whose little bums, in barns, and mows, and fens^ 
Squat down, and laid like conjuration bags. 

*' I wish this sage experiment were try'd 
" On »<<?,'* cries Muse, my gentle bride;, 

^, And slips of paper giv'n me, with this prayV-^ 
'' Pay to the bearer fifty pounds at ^ght. "^ 
*' My sweet prolific powers, ^twould so delight! 

" Vd breed like a tame rabbit or a hare I'* 
Muse, give thine idle supplication o*er— 

And know that Avarice is always poor. 



ODE VIL 

The following Ode was writen just after the great craslies aifA 
fails at Somerset iloitse«-P^ter is charmingly iroiHcaU " 

ClR Wixliam! covered with Chinese reiiown, 

•^ Whose houses * are no sooner ap than dow». 
Don't heed the discontented Nation's cry: 

Thine are religiopu houses!— very humble; 

Upon their faces much incJin'd . to tumble; 
So ni4:ek, they cannot keep their heads on A%^ 

I know the foolish kingdom all runs riot, ' 

Calling aloiid for WyAT,.WYAT, Wyat! 

• I take it for granted, that the houses in general built by 
the Knight, are as much ia the style of gingerbread as Somerset 
House. 

Who 
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Who on their good opinion hourly gains. 
But where lie« Wyat's merit? — What his praise? 
Abroad this roving roan spent half his day^. 

Contemplating of Rome, the greatt ceroains. 

This Wtat's works a vUmic tasie combine. 
Who studied thus the- ancients o'er and o'er; 

But lol {he^grecier reputation thine. 
To do what no man ever did brfure. 



ODE VIII. 



Peter's account of wonderful reliques in France, with the de- 
votion paid to them— The sensible application to Painters 
and. Painting, by Way of simile. 

IN France, some years ago— some twenty-three, 
At-a famM church, where hundreds daily jostle, 
I wisely paid a priest six sols to see 
The thumb of Thomas the Apostle* 

Gaping upon Tom*s thumb, with- me in wonder^ 
The rabble rais'd its eyes, like ducks in thunder ; 
Because in virtues it was vastly rich, 
i Hadcur'd possessM of devils and the itch; 
-'Work'd various wonders on a scabby pate; 
Made little sucking children strait 

Though crook*d like rams horns by the rickets; 
Made people see, though blind as moles; 
And made your sad, hysteric souls, 
\ As gay as grasshoppers and crickets ; 

Brought noses back again to faces. 
Long stolen by Venus and her graces; 
I And ejres to fill their parent sockets ; 

! Of which sad Love had picked their pockets : 

! Lo ! had the Priest wrmtted^ with their kisses, 
I* The mob had smack^a this holy thumb to pieces. 

\ Though, 
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Though, Reader, 'twas not the Apostle's thumb- 
But, mum! 
It play'd as well of miracles the trick. 
Although a painted piece of rotten stick ! 

For six sols more, behold! to view, was bolted 
A feather of the Angel GabhePs wing! 

Whether 'twas pluck'd by force, or calmly molted. 
No holy legends tell, nor poets sing. 

But was it Gabriel's feather, heav'nly Muses ? 

It was not GaBriel's feather, but a Goose's! 

But stay! from truth we would not wish to wander. 

For, probably, the owner was a Gander. 

Painters, your take me right: — ^The Muse supposes 
Yoii make your coup-dc-maitre dashes. 

Christen them eyes, and cheeks, and lips, and noses. 
Beards, chins, and whiskers, and eye-lashes; 

As like, p'rhaps, as a horse is like a plum, . 
^ Or 'foresaid stick, St. Tom th' Apostle's thumb. 

With purer eyes the British Vulgar sees; 
We are no Crawthumpers, no Devotees: 
So that, whene'er your figures are mere wood. 
Our eyes will never deem 'em flesh and blood. 



ODE IX. 

The generous Peter rescueth the immortal Raphael from the 
obloquy of Michael Angelo— The Poet moraUzeth— Telleth 
a story not to the credit of Michael Angclo, and nobly defcnd- 
rth Raphael's name against his invidious attack-— Conciud- 
cth with a most sage observation. 

TJOW difficult in artists to allow 
•■^ -^^ To brother brushmen ev'n a grain of merit !. 
Wishing to tear the laurels from their brow. 
They shew a sniv'ling, diabolic spirit. 



r 
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So *tis, however moralists may chatter I 
What's worse still — nature will be always nature : 
We can't brew Burgundy' from sour small beer. 
Nor make a silken purse of a sow's car. 

Sweet is the voice of Pr a isf. ! — from eve to mofn. 
From blushing morn to darkling eve again. 

My Muse the brows of Merit could adorn. 
And, lark-like, swell the panegyric strain. 

Pa AisE, like the balm which evening's dewy star 
Slieds on the dropping herb and fainting fl^^w'r. 

Lifts modest, pining Merit from despair. 
And gives her clouded eye a golden hour. 

P-x take me if I ever read (he story 

Of Michael Angelo, without some swearing: 
*ris such a slice cut off from his great glory : 

He surely had. been brandy ing it, or ocering : 
That is, in plainer English, he was drunk. 
And Candour from the man with horror shrunk. 

Raphael did honour to the Roman school. 
Yet Michael Ancrlo did call him/00/. 
When working in the Vatican, would stare. 
Throw down his brush, and stamp and swear. 
If e'er a porter let him in — he'd stone him ; 
And, if he Raphael caught, most surely bone him. 

He swore the world was a rank ass. 
To pay a compliment to Raphael's stuf; 
For tliat he knew the fellow well enough. 

And that his paltry metal would not pass. 

Such was the language of this false Italian : 
One time lie chnsten'd Raphael a Pygmalion ; 

Swore that his madams were com jws'd of stone r 
Swore his expressions were like owls so tame. 
His drawings, like the lamest cripple, lame 5 

Tliat, as for composition, he had none. 

Vol. I. H Young 



/* t.YKIC ODES VOR U,DCCiLXXXV^ 

Yming artists ! these assertions I den^^ ; 
'Twas vile ill manners — not to say a He: 
Kapha EL did r<?a/ exceUence inherit ; 

A nd if you ever chance to paint-as weU, 

I bond fide do foretel. 
You'll certainly be men of merit. 



X) D E X. 



The gossipjMng Peter telleth a f trange story, and true, thougli 
strange — Setmcth to entertain no very elevated opinion of the 
wisdom of Kings — Hinteth-atthe narrow escape of Sir Jnshua 
Reynolds — Mf. Ramsay's riches— A rccommeiKlaUon of flat- 
tery as a specific in fortune*=making^ 

T'M told, and I believe the story, 

^ That a fam'd Queen of Northern bnites, 

A (tEntle WOMAN of prodigious glory. 

Whom ev'ry sort of epithet well suits: 
WJiose luisband dear, ijust happening to provoke hei^ 
"Was shov'd to Heaven upon a red-hot poker; 
Sent to a certain King, not King of France — 

.Desiring by Sir Joshua's Imnd -his Pniz- 
What did the RoyalQuiz ? 
Why, damn'd* genteelly, sat to Mr. Dance !* 

Then sent it to the Northern* Queen — 

As sweet a bit of wood as ti'er was seen ! 

And therefore most unlike 4he Princely Head*-- 

He might as well have sentepig of lead. 

* The true reason that induced-h4s*Majesty to- sit to Mr. Dance, 
was nothing less than laudabifi lioi/a I econamy , Mr. Dance charged 
Fifty PQunds for a picture — Sir Joshua Reynolds's price was 
somev* hat more than a Hundred — a very great difference in the 
market-price of paint and canvas ; and, let me say, justi£cd the 
pretcrL-ncc given to the man who worked cheapest, 

Dowfl 



Down ev'ry throat the piece was cramm'd 

As doiie by Reynold.s and deservMly damn'd; 

For as to Master Dance's art. 

It ne'er was worth a sinj;lc — ! 
Reader, I blush!— am delicate this lime ! 
So let ^/zy. impudence supply the rhyme. 

Thank God * (hat Monarchs cannot taste controul. 
And make each suliject's poor, submissive soul 
Admire the worK that Jui>GMENT oft cries fie on : 
fiad things been sOy poofr Reynoi»d§ we had seen 
I'ainting a barber's pole— an diehousd queen, 
Tlie cat and gridiron, or the okl red'-liort ! 
At Plympton*, p'rhaps, for some grave Dtx:(or Slop, . 
£!ainting the pots and bottles of the shop , 
Or in the Drama, to get meat to munch. 
His brush divine had pictured scenes for Punch ! 

Whilst West was whelpmg 'midst hi5 paints, 
Moses tmA Aaron, and all sort <}f Saints ! 
Adams and Eves, and snakes arKi apples,^ 
And devils, for beautifying crrttiin Chapb&s; 
But Reynolds rs no favourite, that's the matter; . 
He has not learnt the noble art — to flatterf^ 

Thrice happy times, when Mon4RCHS find them hard 
things 

To teach us what to view with admiration : 
And, like their heads on halfpence and bras-^ farthing<«. 

Make their opinions current through the nation ! . 

I've heard that R A ^fs A V,J when he died, '. 
teft just nine rooms well stuSM with QUeens and Kii^g^ ; 
From whence all nations might have been suppJyM, 
That loug'd for valuable things. 

* Sir Jo5hvK»*s native spot, in Devonshire. 

t Jliis Ode was compoied. before Sir Joshua was* dubbed 
King's PaintOr. Possibly the great vtist dreamt of my Beautiful 
Ltfricy and pursued itjs aidvicc. 

i Late piunter to his MJ^csty. 

H 2 Vicero\s^ 
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Viceroys, ambassadors, and plentpo^^ 
Bouglu them to join tlieir raree-sliows 

In foreign parts. 
And shew the progress of the British arts» 

Whetfier they purchased by the pound or yard^ 
J cannot (ell, because I never heard ; 
l^ut this I know, his shop was like a fair, 
And dealt most largely in this. Roy al Wa k i» 

See what it is to gain a Monarch's smiTe ! 
And hast thou missM it> Reynolds, all this while i 
How stupid I pr'ythce, seek the Cqurtier's School, 
And learn to n>anu&cture oil of fooL 

Flattery's the turnpike-road to Fortune's door— 
Truth is a narrow lane, all full of quags. 
Leading to broken heads, abuse, and rags. 

And workhouses — sad refuge for tlie poor ! 

Flattery's a mountebank so spruce — gets riches; 
Truth, 2t plain Simon Pure, a Quaker Preacher^ 
A mora^meraljcr, a disgusting teacher. 

That never got a sixpence by her speeches I 



ODE XL 



The lofty Peter beginHcth with an orisinal simile— DispUyeth, 
a deep knowledge of Homer, and modern Duchesses — Con-^ 
cludeth with a prophecy about hi* Sovereign. 

T>AINTERS who figure in the Exhibition, 

-^ Are pretty nearly in the same condition 
With coeks on Shrovetide, which the season gathers ; 

Flung at by every lubber, evVy brat, . 

Possessing strength enough to throw a bat. 
To break their bones, and knock about their feathers* 

The 
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This little difference, however, lies 

BelwecTi ilie paiiUer and the fowl, I find: 
TKe aiii t lorlhe po-t of danger /r/i» — 

Ti.e t(;wl is ^a^ten'dIDuc-h againsi bis mindi 
WLo diimns hU sentence— would annul il— 

Sue out Wis habeas corpta, and, instead 

Of being beat witii batit abou< the head. 
Make handsome love to a smart puUeU 

And yet the painter like a booby groans. 

Who court the very.bau which break his bones^ 

But who from. scandal is exempt ? 

Who does not meet, at times, contempt ? 

Great Jove, the God of Gods, in figures rich, . 
QftcallM the Queen of Heav'n a saucy bilcli ^ 
Achilles*call'd great Agamemnon hog. 
An impudent, deceitful, dirt^ dog ! 

Behold our lofty Dulchessea pull caps. 
And give each otlier's reputation raps^ 

As freely as the drabs of Prury's school; 
And who, pray, knows that Gkorcb our gracious King^^ 
(Said by his courtiers to know every thing) 

May not by future times, be callM a Fool ? 



ODE XII. 



The bard sensibly reprovcth the young artists* for their propcn- 
sity to abuse — Most wittily compareth them to horsc-leechcs, 
game-cocks, and i:urs. 

T^HEmean, the rancorous jealousies that swell 
-*- In some sad artists^ soufs, I do despise.* 
Instead of nobly strivmg to excel, 

You strive to pick out one the other's eyes* 

• Vide Homer. 

H 3 To 
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To be a Painter, wasCoRREGto's g^oryi 

His speech should ^ame in gold-— »'' Somo Pittore.'* 

But what, if truth were spoke, would he your speeches? 
litis — "WeVe a set of fame-sucking horse-leeches; 
" Without a blush, the poorest scandal speaking-^ 
" Like cocks, for ever at each other beaking ; 
*' As if the globe we dwell on were so small, 
*' There really was not room enough for all. ** 

Young men !— 
I do presume that one of you in ten 
Has kept a dog or two, and has reroarkM, 

That when you have been comfortabl v feeding. 
The curs, wilhout one atom of court oreedin?. 
With waterv jaws, have whin'd, and pawM, and barkM; 
Show'd anxiousn^ss about the mutton bone, 
And, 'stead of your mouth, wishM it in their ow?»j 
And if you gave this bone to one or t'other, 
Heav'ns what a snarh'ng, quarrelling, and pother! 
"J'his, probably, has toucb'd you to the quick, 
^nd made you teach good manners hf a kick ; 
And if the tumult was oeyond all bcarmg. 
You treated them with sweet emphatic swearings 
An eloquence of wond'rous use m wars. 
Amongst sea-captains and tbe brave jack-tars. 

Now tell me honestly— pray don't ye find 
Somewhat in Christians just of the same kind 

That ye cxperienc'd \i\ the curs. 

Causing your anger and demurs ? 
As, for example, when your mistress. Fame, 
Wishing to celebrate a worthy narne. 
Takes up her trump to give the just applause; 

How hav6you,|nippy-like,paw*d, wish'd,and whined. 

And growl'd, and curs'd, and swore, and pin'd, 
A nd long'd to tear the trumpet from her jaws ! 
Tbe dogs deceived ihcir kicking to be sure; 
Ji^iyouJ O fie, boys! go and sin np more, 

• PS 
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ODE XIII. 

The compassionate Peter lamenteth the death of Mr. Hone»aa 

R«A.— -Recommendeth him to 0^/n;ion, the great Ruron of 
a number of getiiusef, 

THERE'S one R. A. more dead! stiff it poor Honb : 
His works be with him under the same stone: 
I think the sacred art will not bemoan 'em, . 
But, Muse !•-— D^ mortuis nil nisi hwuim^ 
As to his host a trav'Iler, with a sneer. 
Said of his dead small beer. 

Go then poor Hone ! and join a numerous train 
Sunk in Oblivion's wide pacific ocean ; 
And may it^s whale-like stomach feel no motion 

To cast thee like a Jonah, up again. 



ODE XIV. 



The Poet exhibiteth the inconstancy of the world, by a most 
elegant comparison of a flock of starlings* 

VOUNG artists, it may so Mout, 
^ That folkfi shall make a grievous rout ; 
Follow you, praise your painting to the skies; 
When, probably, a ribbon, (ne upon it!) 
A feather, or a tawdry bonnet. 
Caught by its glare, their wonder-spying eyes. 

Therefore, don't iltcnce suppose that y^ inherit 
Mountains of unexampled merit ; 
That always ye shtiU be pursu'd. 
And like a wond''rous beauty woo'd. 

Great 
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Great is the world*s inconstancy, God knows!— • 
Faroe, like the ocean, ebbs, as w^ll a$Jlawsi 
Next year the million pitches on a ruff, 
, A balloon cap, a shawl, a muff; 
Tor you, no longer cares a single ruslv 
Following sof/ie Qtker brother of the brush. 

To raise to nobler flights tlie Muse's wing, 

A simife's a very pretty thing ; 

To whose sweet aid Vm oft a humble debtor, 

T' illustrate with more force the thing I mean % 

And if the simiie be neat and clean, 
Tant mietix — that is— *o much the better* 

Therefore, young folks,, as there's a great deal in't^ 
Accept one just imported from the minL 

You've seen a flock of starlings, toT)e sure, 

A hundred thousand in a mess, or more ; 

Who fortunately having found 

A lump of hors«-litter upon the ground, 

Down drops the chattering cloud upon the dung ; 

Then, Lord, what doings ! Heav*ns, what admiration I 

What joy, what transport 'midst the speckled nation I 

How busy ev'ry beak, and ev'ry tongue ! 
All talking, gabblmg, but none listening, ' ' 

Just like a group of gossips at a christ'ning : 
Let but a cowdab show its grass-green face. 
They're up, without so much as saying grace } 
And lo ! the busy flock around it pitches ; 

Just as upon the lump before. 

They gabble, wonder, and adore ! 
And equal brother Ma jut yn's* speeches. 
These starlings show the world, with great propriety. 
Mad a& March hares, or curie w s for V a r i et y . 

^ A much-^admired speaker in tbe House of Commons, who 
nem, con, was baptized the Starling Msurtyn. 

ODE 
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ODE XV. 

The Great Peter despiseth FrendimeB. 

T BEG it as a fovour^ my young folks, 

•*• Ye will not copy, monkey -like, the French, 

Whose pictures, justly, area!] standing jokes^ 

Whether they represent a man or wench* 
If Monsieur paints a man of fashion,^ 

Making an obeisance well-bred. 
The gentleman's a ram-cat in a passion. 

His back all crumpled o'er his head : 
Or, if he paints a wretch upon the wheel. 

And bone-t)reaking's no trifling tilings G-d knows! 
Amidst his pains the fellow's so genteel f 

He feels with such decorum all the blows. 
Or if a culprit's going to the devil. 
Which some folks ako deem a serious evil» 

So digagi you see the man advahce ! 
His arms, hands, shoulders, turn'd»out toes, 
Madona lifted eyeSt and ccKk'dup nose. 

Proclaim the pretty puppy in a dance. 
I've seen a sleeping Venijs, I declare. 
With hands and lees stretch'd out with such an mir! 
Her neck and head lo twisted on one shoulder. 
With stuji a heavenly smile, that each beholder 
Would swear, (disdaining Dancing's vi^nrtraCfc) 
The Dame was walking minuets on (^er backi 
E'en an old woman yielding up herl>reath. 

By means. of cbuUc, stone, or gravel, 
How smirkingly she feels tiie panga of death ! 

With what a gJCQce her soul prepares to travel! 

A Frenchman's angel is an Opera Punk; 
His Virgin Marys, milliner.^half drunk; 
Our blest Redeemer, a rank pait fnaitre. 
In every altiitude ^nd feature; 



Tho 
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The humble Joseph, so getUeely made. 
Poor gentleman — as if above his trade. 
And only fit to compliment his wiffe — 
So delicate! as if he scarcely knew 
Oak from deal board — a-gimlet from a screwi^ 
And never made a Mouse-trap in his life. 

Think not I wantonly the French attack-— 
I never will put Merit on the rack : 
Ko 1 — ^>'et I own I hate the shrugging dogs**^^ 
I'veliv'd amongst them ; eat their frogs. 
And vomited them up, thank God, again ; 

So that Vm able now to say>. 

I carried nought of theiri away, 
"Which oihexwise had rxlade the pvippies tain,^ 



t±am 



ODE xvn 



The conceited Peter turftetb jm. arrant Kgottst^—Mentio^etlra^. 
number of fine folks— -This miMUe condemneth Will White* 
bead's verses; and the next,.exculpateth the Laureate bf 
clappini; the right sadiUe on the right horse. 

'VTO giant more rejoicetb in his coiirse» 

•*-^ Not Count O'Kbli^y in a wiiiDihg horse; 

No( MifTtresd HottART* to preserve a bos, 

NotGBokGBtheTiiiRntotriumpho'erCRARLfiFofj^ 

Not Spain's wise Mdm^c^tO bombard Algiers**^ 

Not pillories obeying La w**- slera voice^. 
Can n>ore rejoice 
Tohold'KiTT ArRiffsoN'slwoears;, '^ 

Not more rejoiceth patriotic Pitt^ 

By patriotic grocers to be fed ; • 

* The contest between Mrs, Hobart and Lady Salisbury mth 
their >-.-cortf/x, about a box at tlic Oiicra, is a subject for the most 
sublime Epic I 

Not 
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"Not MotlierWiMDsoR* in a nice young Tit, 
^or gaping Deansy to catch a Bishop dead ; 
Not more rtfomCd Jo«n Wilkes, to court the Crowo^ 
^or Skinner in his Aldermanic gown^ 

Nor Common-Councilraen on turtle feeding; 
-Not more rejoice old envious maids, so stale. 
To hear of weeping beauty a sad lade. 

And tell the worU a reigning Coast is breedings 
Than I, the Poet,.in a lucky Ode, 

That catches at a hop the Cynic grace ; 

Kills by a laugh its grave Bubonic face ; 
\And tears, in spite of him, his jaws abroad. 

And are there such grave Dons that read my rhymes f 

All gracious Heav'n forgive their crimes ! 

•Oh ! be their lot to have wise-talking wives; 
And. if tn reading they delight. 
To read, ye Gods I from morn to night, 

^^liL WHiTEHEAD'sfBirCh-day SoniKets all their livesi 

P'rhaps, reader, thou'rt a tinker, or a tanner, 
- And mendest kettles in a pretty manner; 
«-Or tannest hides of bulls, and cows, and calves ; 
But if the saucepan or the kettle, 
Originalli( be bad metal, 
Thou*lt say, " It only can be done by halves;*^ 
fOr if by nature bad the bullocks' skins, . 
^' They'll make vile shoes and boots for people's shins,** 

Then wherefore do I thus abu^e 

Will Whitbhead's hard-driv'n Muse ? 

• A priestess of the Cyprian Goddess* 

f This Ode was written before a late Laureat resigned his 
eafi!hly crown for a heavenly one. May Mr. Tom Wharton be 
more successful in his rourflij adulations, and not verilVihe Latin 
adage — ^^r nihilo, nihiljit; which is thus e/tf;;a'f//y tranilatcd, 'There 
is CO making a velvet purse of a sqw's ear.' 

Who 
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Who merits rather Pity's tendVest sigh : 

For what the Devil can he do. 

When forc'd to praise— Me Lord knows who ! 
Verse must be dull on subjects so damuM dry. 



ODE XVII. 



The classic Peter ad viscth Painters tocultl^ate taste— Lasheth sonre 
of the ignorant — Accuseth Painters of an affection for vulga- 
rity .whom hehorsewhippcth—Kecommendeth a charming sub*- 
jcct — TcUeth the secret of his love, and giveth ^die-away son- 
net of former days-^Fersecuteth Tcnicr's devils, but applaud- 
CtU the execution. 

PAINTERS improve your education ; 
That sUrd)' stands in need of reformation. 
I've heard that some can neither write nor read. 
Which does no honour to the hand or head. 

*Many, i know^ would rather pamt a bear. 

Or monkey playing his quaint tricks. 
Than some sweet damsel whom all hearts revere, 

Wliose charms the eye of admiration fix- 
Would rather see a stump with strength exprest. 
Than all the snowy fullness of her breast ; 
Or lip, that Innocence so sweetly moves ; 
Or smile, the fond Elysium of > the Loves.. 
' This brings those days to mem'ry, when iny tongu& 
To^CynthiA's beauty poured my soul in song; 
V/ben, on the margin ot the murm'rine stream, 
My fancy frequent ibrmM the golden dream 
Ot Cynthia's grace — of Cynthia's smiles divine. 
And made those smiles and peerless beauty fnine. 

It brings to roem'ry, too, those dismal times. 

When nought my sighs avail'd, and nought my rhymcj; 

When at the silent, solemn close of day 

My pensive steps would court the darkling grove. 
To hear, in Philomela's lonely lay^ 

The fainting echoes of my luckless lovej 

Till 
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Till night's increasing shades around me ^tolc. 
And mingled \\iii\ ihe gloom that wrajjpM ni) s«iil. 

Reader — Dost choose a sonnet of those days ? 
Take it ; and say not I'm a Ibe to Pii a i s e , 



To CYNTHIA. 

thou 1 whose love-in spiring, air 
Delights, vet gives a thousand woes ; 

My day declines in dark dc^p-iir. 

And night hath lost her sweet repo>e. 

Yet who, alas ! like nie was blest. 

To oihers e'er thy charms w ere known ; 

When Fancy told myraptuf'd breast, 
That C} ntfaia smil'd on itui alone ? 

Nymph of my soul * forgive my sighs : 
Forgive the jealous fires I feel ; 

Nor blame the trembling wretch, who dies, 
When others to thy beauties kneel. 

Lo ! theirs is every winning art, 

With Fortune's gift?^, unknown to nie ! 

1 only boast a simple heart, 

Li Io\^e with Innocence and Thek. 



Build not, alas ! your popularity 
On that beast's back yclep'd Vulgariti/ ; 
A beast that many a booby tnkes a pride in ; 
A beast beneath the noble Peter's riding. 

riow should the man with appciltc unchaste, 
Stufling on carrion deaH, hi.^ hound-like paunch, 

Jud^eolan ortolan's delicious tavte, 
Or feel the flavour of a Hr.lntv haunch ? 
Vol. I. r ^ Or. 
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Or, wont with bitter purl to wet his clay. 
How should /ic judge of Claret or Tokay ? 

Teniers's devilji, witches, monkeys, toads. 
That make me shudder wirilst I pen these Odes^ 

Most truly painted, 4o be sure, you'll find ^ 
How greater far the excellence, to paint 
With heaven-^directed eye, the charming S a ikt. 

And mark th' emotions of her angel-mindi 
Envy not mch as have in dirt surpast ye i 
*Tis VQty, very easy to he nasty ! 



ODE XVIIL 



The moralizing Bard exposeth the unfairness of mankind in flte' 
article «f laughing — Descantcih upon wit — ^pisclaimeth pre- 
tension to it — Maketh lovcto Candour,and modestly concludetk. 

HOW deafly mortals lovelo laugh and grra 1 
Just as they love to stuff t he mseK'^es to chin 
With other people's meat — good saving sense ! 
Because at other folks^ *^pence; 
But turn the laugh on than — how changed their notes! 
'* O dxonn 'tira ! this is serious — ^cu-t their throats !" 

Wit, says an autl>or ihat I do not know. 

Is like Time's scythe — cuts clown- both friend and foe ; 

Keady each object, tiger-lik^, to leap on : 

" Lord ! what a butcher this same Wit ! thank God ! 

" (A critic cries) in Mast-cr Pindar's Ode, 
-** We spy th' effect of no such dangerous weapon,'* 

No, Sir — 'tis dove-eyM Candour's charms 
1 u oo to tliese desiring arms ; ^ 

She is my Goddess; to her shrine I bcjid : 

Nymph 
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Nymph of the voice tliat beats the morning lark. 
Sweet as the dulcet note of either Park,* 
Be thou my- soft companion and my friend. 

Thy lovely hand my Pegasu« shall gutde. 

And teaoh thy modest pupil how to ride : 

Thus shall I hart not any group composers. 

From Sarah Bbnwell'» brusJj^ to Mary Mozer's f 



ODE XIX. 



Tbejudiciouft Peter ctreth most wholesome adyice to landscape 
paintets^ 

WHATEVER your wi»h, in landscape to excel, 
London's the very place to mar it ; 
Believe the oracles I tell. 

There's very little landscape in r gorref. 
Whate'er the flocks of fle«s you keep, 
^Tis badly copying theni for goats and sheep ; 
And if youll take the Poet's honest word, 
A bug must make a miserable bird. 

A rush-light in a bottle's neck, or stick, 
*I11 represents the glorious Orb of Morn ^ 

^ay, though it were a candle with a wick, 
'Twould be a representative forlorn. 

I thinks too, that a man would be a fool. 
For trees to copy legs of a joint steol ; 

Or ev'n by them, to represent a stump : 
Also by broomsticks— which, though well he rig 
Each with an old fox-colour'd wig,. 

Must make a very poor autumnal clump. 

* Two brothers of distinguished merit on the Oboe. 

f The last of those Ladies, an R. A. by means of a suh^/.Tifr 
picture of a plate oiGooscbe>^ries — the other in ho^s of Acadt'n\uj 
honours, through an equal degree of mcritt 

I 2 You'll 



*i 
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You'll cay, " Yet such ones, oft a person sees 

In man) an artist's trees; 

And in some paintings, wb have all behfeld. 

Green bays halh surely sat For a green field | 

BuLster:^ fur mounlaius^ hil!s» and wheaten mows ; 

Cai.% for ram*goals ; and cur^j for buIU and cows.**^ 

Ail this, my lads, t freely grant ; 

But better things from you, I wanl. 

Att Sh A K KSP£ AR B savs, (a Bard I much approve) 

" List, list, Oh ! list, r if tliou dost Painting love, 

Claude painted in the open air ! 
1 iierefore to Wales at once repair ; 
Where scenes of true magnificence you'll find : ^ 
Besides this great advantage — if in debt, "" 

You*ll have vylth creditors no tiie'Ct-tite : 

So leave the bull-dog bailiffs all behind ; 
Wlio, hunt )Clu withM'hat noise they may. 
Must hunt for needles in a stack of Hay , 



' ODE XX 

The pool htntelh to Artntt tbc value af Time, 

'^T^HE man condcffr/d on Tyburn tree to swing, 
A DcLfiKi sucH a shew, a very dullish thing j 
IlfM rather a4ji;4cr u/or be, I ween. 
Than the sad actor in the ^icene. 

HebUroesthe Law's too rigid resolution ; 
Ifwilli a beeF- steak stomach— »-in his primc> 
Lord, with wljal reverence he. looks on Time J 

And, most of a!! — the hour of execuiion ! 
And as the eart doth to the tree advance^ 
How wond'rous w iiling to postpone the Dance ! 



Believe 
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Believe me. Time's of monstrous use j 

But, ah ! how subject toabu!;c ! 
£t seems tliat with him, folks were often cloy*d; 

I do pronounce it. Time's a public good, 

Jjst like a youtliful beauty— to be^oo'dg 
Madti ?nuch of, and ba properly enjojM. 

Time's sand is 'wonderfully small ; 

It slip?i between the Hngers in a hurry : 
Therefore, on each young artist let me call. 

To prize it as an Indian does his Currj/ ;* 
Whether his next rare Exhibition be 
Amidst the great R. A.'s— or on a Tree. 



ODE XXI. 



The unfortunate Peter lame ntcth the loss of an iinpoit^M Ode 
by rats.-*-Hc praycth devoutly for the r i'.-. 

LJJATUS fiiaxime deflendus ! 
'*-' I've lost an Ode of diarming prai>e ; 
From like misfortune, Heav'n defend us I 

The sweetest of my Lyric lays ! 
W^ere many an youthful artist shone wiih fame. 
Like his own pictures in a fine gilt frame. 

Perdition catch the roguish rats I 

Their trembling limbs should fill the maws.of cats. 

Were I to be their sole adviser : 

Vermin! like trunk-makers, kings, pastry-cook^j. 

Dealing m legions of delightful books. 
Yet, with the learning, not a whit the wiser. 
Thank G-^-d I the Ode unto Myself they spar'd • 
And, lo ! the labour of the lucky Bard, 

♦ An universal food in the East Indies, 

13 oi)E 
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ODE XXII, 

To MYSELF. 

The exalted Peter wislicth to make the gaping world acquainted 
with tlic place ot" his nativity ; but beiorc hccan get an nnswet 
from hnnsdi, he most sttbiim •/;/ burstetli forth into an address to 
Mma^tzzy add Afous:'hojr*^ two lisli.ng-towns in Corn wali— The 
first celebrated for pilchardSj ll>c last forgiving birth to Dolly 
Pentrvath — The Poet praiscih the Honourable Daincs Earring-^ 
ton, and pilchards— Fori^ctteth the place of his nativity ; an J, 
like his great ancestor of i/tebey, leaveth his readers in the dark^ 

/^ THOU ! whose daring works sublime 
^^ Defy the rudest rage of Time, 
Say I— for the world is with conjecture dizzy. 
Did Mousehole give thee birth, or Mevagizzy T 



HAIL, Mcvagizzy ! with such wonders fraught I 

Where boats, and men, and stinks, and trade, ar« 
stirring ; 

AVhere pilchards come in myriads to be caught ; 
Pilchard I a thousand times as good as herring, 

Pildiar] ! the idol of the Popish nation ! 
HaiU little inslrumeiU of vast salvation ! 
rilchard, 1 ween, a most soul-savijig fish. 

Oil which the Catholics in Lent are cramm*d ; 
Who had they not, poor souls, thir. lucky dish. 

Would f<?ea on flesh, and therefore all be daron*d. 

Pilchards ! whose bodies yield the fragrant o'A, 
And make the London lamps at midnight smile ; 
Which lamps, wide spreading salutary light. 
Beam on thfc wandering Beauties of the night. 
And show each gcnllc youth ihoir cheeks' deep roses. 
And tell him whether they have eyes and noses. 

Hail, 
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Hail, Mouseholt! birth-place ofold Don Pentr rath,* 
The last whojabberM Cornish— se^ savs Daihbs^ 

Who, bat-iike, haunted ruins, lane and neath, 
Willi Will-o'-Wisp, to brighten up his brains. 

Daines ! who a thousand roilet, unwearied, trots 

For bones, brass farthings, ashes, and old pots i 

Ransacks the mouldy mansions of the dead. 
To prove that men in days ofyarc. 
Eyes, ears/ and noses, like us Moderns, wore j 

And traveird just like us too, with a head I 



ODE XXIII. 



"Fcter conclutleth his Odes — Seemcth hungry — £3q[>ostuIatoth with 
the Reader. 

TTOM Southern to John Dryden went one day, 
-*- To buy a head and tail-piece for his play : 
"Thomas," quoth John, '* I've sold my goods too 

cheap; 
" So, it you please, my price shall take a leap/* 

• A very old woman of Mouseholc, supposed (falsffy how- 
ever) to have been the iait who spoke the Cornish language* 
The honourable antiquarian, Daincs Barrington» Esq. journeyed 
some years since^ from London to the Land's-end, to converse 
v/ith this wrinkled, yet delicious moreeau. He entered Mouse- 
hole in a kind of triumph ; and, peeping into her hut, exclaim- 
ed, with all the fire of an enraptured lover, in the language of 
the famous Greek Philosopher— **«u»ik a!'* The couple kiss- 
ed; Doll soon after gMled; Daines listened with admiration; 
committed her speeches to paper, not venturing to trust his me- 
mory with to much tree tire. The transaction was announced to 
the Society ; the Journals were enriched with their dialogues ; 
the old Lady's picture was ordered to be taken by the most cmi- 
tient artisr, and the Honourable Member to be publicly thanked 
for the P/jcj-jf ry / . 

O Reader^ 



O Reader, look me pavely in the face ; 

Speak, is not that with nu: and thee the case ? 

For this Year's QJc* I charge the?; half-a-crown;; 

So, wiihout grumbling, put tn) money down : 

For ihings are despiTaieF) ris'n,. good Lord I 

Fi^ll, flesh, coals,. candles window-lights, and board.. 

Why should not charming Poetry then rise. 

That comes so dev'Hsh far too— ^frorn the skies ? 

And lo ! the verses that adorn this page, 

Beara, comet-like,, alas ! but once an a^e.. 



Fare^ 



FAREWELL ODES, 



ron 



THE YEAR M,DCC,l.XXXVJ, 



— Ridcntum dicerc vorum 
Quid vctat ?— — Horat, 
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FAREWELL ODES. 

ODE L 

?etCT talkcth of resigning the Laureatship— He prophcsieth tfa« 
triumph of the Artists on his resignation— -The Artists also pro- 
phesy toPeter*s disadvantage-^Peter's last comforts, ihovld 
their prophecy be fulfilled. 

pFTER, like famM CTiristina, Queen of Sweden, 
^ Who thought a wicked court was not an Eden, 
This year, resigns the laurel crown for ever ! 

What alt the faroM Ac a demicians wish ; 

No more <m painted fowl, and flesh, and fish. 
He shows ^he w«rld his carving skill so clever; 
Brass, iron, woodwork, stone, in peace shall rest— 
" Thank God K' ^claim the works of Mister W^est* 

" Thank Godl" the works of Loutherbourg ex- 
claim— 
For guns of critics, no ignoble game— 
" No longer now afraid of rhyming praters; 
" Shall we be christ'ned tea-boards, varnished waiters: 
^* No verse shall swear that ours are paste -board rocks, 
" Our trees, brass wigs, and mops, our fleecy flocks." 

^' Thank Heaven !" exclaims Rigaud, with sparkling 

eyes, 
" Then shall my pictures in importance rise, 
" And fill eaoh gaping mouth and eye with wonder." 
Monsieur Rigaudy 
It may be so. 
To think thy stars have made so str^nfi^c a blunder, 

' That 
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That bred to paint, the genius of a glazier: 
Tliat spoiPd, to make a dauber, a good brazier. 
None but thy partial tongue (believe my lays) 
Can dare stand ^brtU the herald of thy praise : 
CouK) Fame applaud, whose voice my verse reveres, 
JusTicB should break her trump about her jears« 

*' Thank Heav'n 1" cries Mister Garvy; and " Thank 
" GodP' 

Cries Mister Copley, " that this man of Ode, 

*' No more. Barbarian-like, shall o'er us ride: 
" No more like beads, in nasty order strung, 
"And round the waist of this vile Mohawk hung, 

" Shall academic scalps indulge his pride. 

" No more hung up in this dreaii fellow's rhyme, 
" Which he most impudently calls sublime, 

" Shall we, poor, inoffensive souls, 

" Appear just like so many moles, 
** Trapp'd in an orchard, garden or a field ; 

" Which mole-catchers suspend on t)[^es, 

" To shew their titles to their fees, 
" Like Doctors, paid too often for the kiWdJ' 

PleasM that no more my verses shall annoy ; 

Glad that my blister Odes shall cease their stinging/ 
Each wooden figure's mouth expands with joy 3 

"Hark! how they all break forth in singing? 
In boastful sounds the grinning Artists cry, 

'* Lo! Peter's hour of insolence is o'er, 
" His Muse is dead — his lyric pump is dry— 

" IJis Odes, like stinking fish, not worth a groat > 
score: 
" Art thou, then, weak, like usj thou snarling sniv'ller 
•' Art thou like one of us, thou lyric driv'Uer? 

" Our Kings and Queens in glory now shall lie, 
" Each unmolested sleeping in his frame; 

" Our ponds, our lalies, ourpceans, earth, and sk)', 
*' No longer scouted, shall be put to shame : 
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** No poet's rage shall root our stumpc and stumplings, 
*' And swear our clouds are %ing appie-dumpling<: 
" Fame shall proclaim how well Qur plum-trees bud« 
** And sound tiie merits of our marlc and mud. 

•* Our oaks, our brushwood, and our lofty elms, 
** No jingling tyrant^s wicked rage o'er whelms, 

" Now this vile Feller is laid low: 
*' In peace shall our stone hedges sleep, 
/' Our huts, our barns, our pigs, and sheep, 

*' And wild fowl, from the eagle to the crow." 

" They who shall see this Peter in the street, 
" With fearless eye his front shall meet, 

" And cry, *' is this the man of keen remark ? 
" Is this the blade ?"' shall be their taunting speech — 
*' A dog! who dar'd to, snap each artist's breech, 

" Nay, bhe Academicians like a shark ? 

" ht whose broad cleaver chopp'd the sons of paint, 
'* Crushed like a marrow-bone each lovely saint; 

** Spar'd not the very clothes about their backs ; 
" The little duck-wing'd cherubim. s abus'd, 
" That coufd not more iniiu manly be us'd, 

'* Poor lambkins! had they falPn among the blacks; 
" i^f, once so furious/ soon shall want relief, ' 
" Slak'd through the body, like a paltry thief. 

'' How art thou fallen, O Cherokee.!'' they cry; 

" How art thou fall'n!" the joyful roofs resouni; 

" Hell shall thy body, for a rogue, surround ; 
" And there, for ever roasting, may'st thou lie; 
" Like Dives, may'st thou stretch in fires along, 
*' Refus'd one drop of beer to cool iby tongue." 

Ye goodly gentlemen, repress your yell. 
Your hearty wishes for mysouh restrain; 

For if our worA:5 can put us into h-11, 
KM Sirs ! we certainly shall meet again* 

Vol. I. ' K • ODE 
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ODE ri, 

A most pleasant hUtory of the Academic Dinner — ^Peter |Jitieth 
the Printe of Wiales, Doke of Orleans, DirftcFHzjames, Cotirtt 
Lauzuit, Lords Caepinarthen and Beiiborougti, ^c. stnd pcx^ses 
Mr. Weltjie — ^E^cu^patettir the President— -C«ndQ|iva<;th. Sir W. 
Chrmbers and the CoiDOiiCtee for their bad m^nagemcnt^t 
Peter talketh of visiting the French King and the Duke of 
Orlear^s. 

XTTHENE^ER Academicians run astray, 
^^ Such should the nwral Peter's song reclaim: 
Of paii)t, this Ode shall nothtryg sing or say ; 

My eagfe satire darts at dif^rent game; 
Against dafforvm, I abhor a sinner; 
And tlierefbre ksh the Academic dinner. 

Th' Academy, though marvellously poor. 

Can once a year am)rd to eat ; 
By means of kind donations at the ''door. 

The members make a comfortable treati 
Like gipsies fh a barn, around their king. 
That annual nrtet; to eat, and dance, Und sing. 

A feast was msMie of Besh, fish,. iarts« crennas, jelUeiji 
To suit the v«j*iotts qualities of bellies: 
Ml wt grumbled to be askM, and be delighted; 
But twc^i?<f Pete R*s paunch was not invited. ^ 

Yet though: aa meissage waited on tJke Bah D, 

With cprnpliments from Academic «ame,s, 
ThepRiNCB of Wales received a civil card, 

HisGraceof OnLiiANs too, and Duke FiTZJAMfs-; 
Count de La uzuN, and Count Con flan, 
A near relation to the man 
In whose pooir sides old H a wkr once ^x*di his claws. 

Were welcomed by the.Ac a demic Lor us. 

Either by writings or by words, 
Ta cpme and try the vigour of their jaws. 

Unfbr- 
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Unfortunately for the modest Dukes, 

The nimble artists, all with greyhounfl looks. 

Fell on the meat, with teeth prodigious able ; 
Seiz'd,ofthe Synagogue, tlie highcsi places. 
And left the poor tbrloni, their Gaelic Graces, 

To nibble at the bottom oi[ the table I 

There sat, too,the sweet si m peri ng Lord Caermarthew, 
As one of the Cn.'iaiUc, not worth a farthing ! 
But what can titles, virtues, at a fea<t, 
Wlier^ glory waks upon the grdatcit beast ? 

To see a stcmerxaitter and mason 

High mounted o*er fine men of quality^ 
By no means can our annals blazon 

Fur feat« oi'coatily hospitality. 
IVe heard, however, one or two were tanners ; 
Granted— it doth not much improve Uietr manners. 

They probably, in answer, may declare. 
They thougfU the feast just TiKe a hunt ; 
In vvhichi as sooh as ever starbi the hare, 
; Each Nimrod tries to be the fir&t upon't : 
As he's the greatest, 'midst the bowling fus% 
Who first can triumph o'er poor dying puss. 

PcTSR s * most justly raia'd • his ey e« of wooobr* 

And wanted decently to give them grsKse ; . . 

But bent on ven'son and on turbot^plunder, 
. A clattering peal of knives and forks took place : 
Spoon ft, pUtes, and dishes rattling round Ibe tabie» 
Produc'd a new edition of oVd BaM. 

They had no stomach, o'er a grace> to tiod. 
Nor time enou.gh to offer tlnmks to God : 
That might be done., they wisely koew. 
When lliey hod notiiing else to do, 

* A clergyman, and 6n^ of the Academicians. 

K2 HiV 



100 FAREWELL ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXX Vf. 

His Highness entering somewhat rather late. 
Could scarcely find a kni \e, or fork , or plate : 
But not one single tncdden dish^ 

Poor gentleman ! of flesh or fish. 

» - .. 

I Tost woefully the paslry had been pawM, 
i\nd tren.bling jellies barbarousl) claw'd : 
In Siiort; my gt-iule readers (o amaze. 
His Highness pick'd the bones of the R. A.'s. 

O Weltjie, * had thy lofty form beea tberc, , * : / 
And seen thy Prince so serv'd with scrap and ^lop, . 

Thou surely wouldst havfe brought him Better fare-^* 
A warm beaf-steak, perchance, or mutton-chopl 

Thou wouldst have said, " J^cPrence of Wales, J^ 
Got; 

" Do too mush honour to be to dtrfeoM-; • . : 
•' Vere he can't heh von beet qfn^eat dal's hof.; . 

** But treated viddt bones shim like d beast, . '» * • • 

" 7)e Pr EN c F, Ac voittoo great to sheet and eai 
•' De bones and Icufings of de meal ; 
" And-mun^h vat dirty lovoMfd rogues r^use, 
" B^ Got ! not jit to wipe (id Pr e n c b*s shoes," 

Great B^SBORoucfl'sMEarlj toiQi,.can\e off second be^^ 
His murnjuring stomach bad not half a feast ; 

And therefore it was naturalto mutter; . < r / 

To rectify the fault, with joyless looks* 
His Lordship^bore his belly off to Brookes, . 

To fill the grumbler up with bread and butter. 

Sirs ! tho^e manoeuvres were extremely coarse ; 

This really, was the essence of ill-breeding : 
Not for your souls CMild you have treateid worse, 

Bumb-balliffs, by this dog-like mode of feeding, 

♦ The I?rince*s German cook, 

Grani:, 



Grant, yoa ectips'<I ^ pack of faoi!ind$, with glee 
Pursuing, in i'M cry, the Atititnig game ; 

Surpassed them, too, in gobbling down the prejr.; 
Still, great R. A.\ I tell you, 'twas a ^me : 

Grant, eftdi ef vmi the wondVous man exceii'd» 

Who Umt a butcher's dog in eathig tripe ; 
And that each paunch with guttting wa^ so swelled, 
* Not one bit more could pass your swallow-pipe : 

Grant, that you darM such stuffing feats display. 
That not a soul Q^ you could walk away : 
StilU 'midst the triumphs of your gobbling fame^ 
. ItellyiMi, grfat &. A.'s, it was a shaiae» 

Grant, you were greas'd up to the nose and eyes. 
Your cheeks all shininj^ like a lantern's hi^m. 

With tearing hams and (ovvls> and giblet pies. 
And ducks, and geese, and pigttOi>s^ newly boin i 

Though great, in your opinion, be your fame* 

I tell ycxi, great R. A.'s, it was a shame. 

This, let me own-*— the CandOuNloving Muse 
Most willingly Sir JoshU a can excu^e^ 

Who tries the nation*s g'ofy to jricreasq ; 
Whose genius rare is very seKtom nodding, 
But deep C^n painting su^ectsploddkig. 

To rivailtaly and Greece. 

But pray. Sir Witti am,* what have ^u to say ? 
No such impediment is in ymtt way ; 

Genius can't hurt your etiquette attention ; 
And Messieurs Tyle a, Wilton, and Rigaud, 
Haveyott a genius to impede you ? — No 1 

Nor many 6 one besides that I could mention* 
This year (God wllhng) I sliall visit l^rance. 

And taste of Louis, grand Monarque ! the prog ; 
His Grace of Orleans, so kind, perchance. 

May ask mt to his house to pick a frog : 

'- ' ♦ SifW. CHimbcts. * ' • 

K3 And 
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And yet, what right bav^ / to visit there'T 
Who see a Prince^so viJel}' treated here* 

Ye Royal Artistvat your future feasts, 

I fear you'll make their Graces downright Daniels : 
A nd as the Pa of h e v-din'd amofigst wild beasts. 

The Dukes may joio yoiir pointers and your spaniels* 



ODE III. 

peter giveth sage advice to mefcertary artists, and tcUcth a most 
delectable story oC a country bumpkin and a peripatetfc 
.razor- seller. 

T^ORBEARi iny friends, to sacrifice your fame 
■■■ To sordid gain, unless that you are starving : 
I own that hunger 'Will indulgence cfeim 
Foi* hard stone heads and landscape carving, 
f. "^ . ik . ' 

In order to make haste io sell and eat ; 
For there is certainly a c*Karm In mjeat : , . 
And in rebellious tdi)es .will stomachs speak^ 
That have not lasted victuals for a week. 

But yet there are a mercenary crew. 
Who value fame no more than an old shoe ; < 
Provided tor their daub's they get a sale ; 
Just like the man— but stay — I'll tell the tale. 

A fellow in a market town. 

Most tnusical,-cryM razors up and do^^T)^ ," 

And offered twelve for eigh teen-pence ; 
Which (Certainly seem'd wond'rous cheap. 
And for the mpney, quite a Jieap, 

As ev'ry roan would buy, with cash and sense. 

A country Bumpjcin the great offer heard : . 
Poor Hodge^ who suffered by a broad blask beard. 

That 



That seemM a shoe-brush stuck beneath bis nose : ' 
With cheerfulness the eighteen-pence he paid. 
And proudly to himself*, in whispers, said, 

^' This rascal stofe the razors, I suppose. 

" No matter if the fellow be a knave, 
*' Provided that the^f fusprs ^V€ ; 

" It certainly will be a monstrous prize." 
-So home the clown, with his good fortune went. 
Smiling in heart and soul content. 

And quickly soa'pM himself to ears and eyes. , 

Being well latherM from a dish or tub, . 
Hodge now began with grinning pain to grub. 

Just like a hedger cutting furze : 
'Twas a vile razor '.—then thereat he try*d — 
All were impostors — " Ah," Hodge sigh'd ! 

"I wish my etghteen-pence within my purse.'^ 

In vain to chase his beard, and bring the traces. 
He cut, and dug, and winc*d,and stamped, and swore; 

Brought blood, and danc'd, blasphemed, and made wry 
faces, . ^ \-' ^ 

And curs'^ each razor*s body o'er and o*er, , .' . 

His muzzle, formM o^ opposition stuff. 

Firm as a Foxite, would not lose its ruff: '' 

So kept it — laughing at the steel and suds : 
Hodge, in a passion, stretchM his angry jaws. 
Vowing the direst vengeance, with clench'd clav^s. 

On the vile cheat that 5old the good$. > 

*' Razors ! a damn'd, confounded dog, 
" Not fit to scrape a hog !'* 

Hodge sought the fellow — found him — and begun : 
*' Perhaps, Master Razor-rogue, to you 'tis fun, 

" That people flay themselves out of their live* ; ; 
*' You rascal \ fbran hour have I been grubbing, 
*' Giving my crying whiskers here a scrubbing, 

" With razors just like oyster-knives; • • 

" Sirral) ! 
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" Sbrrah ! I leli yoix, youVe a kTia^re^ 
" To ciy up razors that can't afuivi,** 

*' Friend," mioth the razor-oun, " Vm ngf a Itiiave ^ 
"As for Uie favors you have bought^ 
*' Upon my soul I nev«r thougkl 
" That they would skn^t*'^ 

'' Not think theyM skw^ f" qool;!^ Hod^e^ with Won- 
dering eyes, ' *. 
And voice not much unlike an Tndiaa yell ; 

*' What were they made for then,youdog?'* he cries. 
" Maderqi«fththefelk)W^withasmile*-^k)^W." 



ODE IV. . . 
Pt^r fibittf&h the Lex TaUomf^ 

W:ST tells the world that Peter cannot rJtyme ; 
Petyr declares point blank that West cjin't 
paint. 
West swears Pve not an atom of whlitne : 
I swear he hath no notioD of a saitUi 

And that his cross- wingM cherubims are fowls, 
Bapliz'd by naturalists, cwh ; 
Half of the meek apostles, gangs of robbers ; 
His angels, seta of brazen-headed lubbers. 

The Holy Scripture says, " All flesh is- grass ;"-— 
Wilh Mist^ West, alt ftesh is brick and Brass j 
Except his horse-flesh, that I fairlv own. 
Is chiefly of the choicest Portlanc! stone. 

I've said, too, that this artistes faces 
!N e'er paid a visit to the Ga ac es : 

That 
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That on Expression, he can never brag : 
Yet for this ariicle h^llh he been studying ; 
But in it never could surpass a pudding--^ 

No, gentitt reader, nor a pudding Hig. 

I 'dare Aiot say that Mister West 

Cannx}t sound criticism impart : 
Vm told the roan with tecknkuli is ble^t^ 

That he can talk a deal upon the ai t: 
Yes, he can talk, I do not doubt it— - 
" About it, goddess and about it !" 

Thus, then* U Mister Wg 8 1 deserving praite, 

, And let my justice the fair laud afford ; 
For, lo ! this far-famM artist cuts both ways ; 
. Exactly like the .Angel Gabriel' 5^ sword: 

The beauties of the art his conoene shows ; 

His canvass, almost ev'ry thing that's bad ! 
Thus at th' Academy, we must suppose, 

A man more useful ndver could be had ; 
Who \i\ himself, a hosit, so much can do f 
Who is both precept and example too. 



ODE V. 

Great advice is given to gentlemen authors— To Mf. Webl^ siid 
Mr. H.Walpolc particularly— Peter jheweth wonderful know- 
ledge' in the art of painting-^Animadverteth on the Squire of 
[ Suawberry-hill. 

ASTRONOMERS should treat of stars and comets ; 
'Doctors of assafatida and vomits. 
And apopleKies, those light troops of Death, 
That use ho ceremony, with our breath ; 
Ague and dropsy, jaundice and catarrh, 
. The grim*Iook tyrant's heavy horse of war* 

Farriers 



Farrierji should write on farc«y« and the glanders ; 

Bug-doctors only upon bed-disorders ; 
Farmers,oniand,plough»,pigi;,ducks,ge^se^andgand©i»i 

Nightmen alone, on ar onwilic w dujres. 

The artists should on painting solely write ; 

Like David, then thej may " good things indite/*' 

But when the mob ok gentletntn 

Desert their province, and take up the pen. 

The Lord have mercy oa the art ! 

Their crow-quills can no light impart. 

This verse be thine Squire Webb*— it is thy due : 
And Mister HoiJicfi WAXVO&B^t ^vi4iat Utiokymf 

Ho&ACB^ 

* Author <5f' 4 1* reati^ en ?iihrtirtg, who teefti to displty a greate?- 
parade of erudition than real knowledge in the art. 

f A gentleman oMt ropeeteti in the littrar^r world; tn amatiitr, ^ot 
by no means a tpnuoiueur m ,pa|intif3|^ and a wlioleaaie dealrt in 
flummery to peopU <if iMtthlp, Wfacja Mr. H. Walpole pgaaed fit 
flattering advertisement ^, he should have coiwidered that the province 
ef an historiaii is impartial truth* Let us lee how he has acqoitte^ 
himself.—** Posterity (writeth Mr. W.) appreciates impartiany tile 
** works of the dead* To postexky he kaves the CAotinuation of these 
** volumes; and recommends to the lovers of arts the industry of Mr, 
" Vertue, who prefcrved notices of all his cotemporaries, as he had 
** collected of past ages, and thence gave hlrth to this work. In that 
** supplement will not he forgotten the wonderful progress, in minia-* 
" ture, of Lady Lucan, who has arrived at copying the most exquisite 
" works of Isaac and Peter Oliver, Hoskins, and Cooper, with a ge- 
V- ni«A-thA aboost 4epreda«es tbo^ mast^rst, when we cofmdertfaft 
« they ^nt their lives in attainiflg perfection; and who, soAting 
" above th^ir ynodest dmtdjty, ha»trans£tared the vigour of Raphael 
'* to her copies in water-icolours. There will be . recoitied the Jbivins 
** etchings of Mr. H. Bunbury, the second Hogarth, the first imitator 
« who ever fally equalled his Anginal; and who, iikc Hogarth, has 
** more humour when he invents, than when he illustrates— probably 
" because genius can drarw from the sources of nature with more spirit 
*• than from the lrfea»^f atiother. Has any painter evfer executed-a 
^ scene, a character of Shakespeare, that appmached the peototype 
^ so near as Shakespeare hiaistrlf attaiaed to aatuve? Tet. ^a there a 

X yi(k Anccthtes qf Baimmg, V^t, lV,Fc^e^. ^ " - 

*• pencil 



HoR ACE, thou fcaftt jtome tr'rfting U<te and sense ; 
Then don% of foil) , be at such expence ; 

Do 

** pencil in a living hand as capable of pronomcing die passions as oar 
** unequalled po«ct a pencil nor odty inspired by his insight imo m« 
** ture, but by the graces and taste of Grecian artists. But it is not 
** fair to excite the curiosity of the public, when both the rank and 
** bashful merit Of' the poesessor, and ^ too rare exertion of superior 
" talents, confine the proofk t& a narrmv circle. Whoever has seen 
<* the drawings and bas-relb&» designed and executed by Lady Diana 
** Beauclerc, m aeosiUc that these impetfcct eaconiams am far ahon 
*• of the excellence of her works. Her portrait of the Duchess of 
*• Devonshire, in several hands, confirms the truth of part of these 
** assertions. The nynfph-Kke simplicity of the figure is equal to what 
** a Gredan statuarv would have fotined for a dryad or a goddess of a 
^ river. . BartolMMi*^ ^An/t (tf het two daughters, after the ifrawiof 
** of the same lady, is anotkef ^pechoco of htr siiignl.ir gauM and 
** taste. The gay and sportive innocence of the youiigcc daughter^ 
-" and the demure application of the elder, are as characteristically 
** contrasted as Mih:on*s Allegro and Penaeroso. A third female ge- 
" nius is Mrs. Daraer, daughter of General Conway, in a walk more 
** difficult and far mote uncommoiv dllm painting. The annals 6f 

* statuary record few artists of the fair sex, and not one tbat I recol- 
" lect of any caUbrity. Mis. Dai|&er's busts from the litfe are not 
" inferior to the antique i and theirs, we are sure, were not move 
^ like. Her shodt dog, large as life, and only not aKve, has a 
^ looseness and softness in the ewls thai seemed hnposable to tem^ 
^ cotta; it riviili.:lhe snarMt one «f Bemitoi in the royal collectioa. 
** As the ancients have left us but five aosnaltof equoi merit with 
** their human ^gures, namely, the Bazberim goat, the Tuscan boat, 
^ the Mattei'ea^e, the eagle of Strawberry-hlU, and Mir. Jenning V, 
" now Mr. Duncpmbe*s^ dog, the talent of Mia. Darner must appear 
^ in the most distinguished light. Aided by some instructions from 
^ that masterly statuary, Mr. Bacon, she has attempted and executed 

* a bust in marble. Ceracchi, from whom first she received four or 

* five lessons, has given a whole figure of her as the Muse of sculpture, 
•• in which he has happily preserved the graceful lightness of her form 
** an* air.**— 5«f5 is die ]»raise^ and smB the otjcfts of it I 

But we have another crow to pull with Mr, W. (I be^ his pardon, 
the Ead of Oxfivrd) before we part. Speaking of VajDdyJk«.*s marriage, 
to a daughter of X^ocdGovny, he thus e:cpresses himself : '< Towards 
" the end of his (Vandyke's) life, the King bestowed on him for a 
** wife, Mary, the daughter of the unfortunate Lord Gowry, which 
** if meaned a; a signal honour, might be calculated too to tUpresi the 
^* di^jOCed family^ by connecting them witb tht blood of'apainUr-. 

Suih 
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Do not to Lady Luc a n * pay such court ; 
Her better knowledge will not thank thee ibr't. 
Ah ! don't endeavour thus to dupe her. 
By swearing that she equals CoopER.f 

So gross the flattery, faith! it seems to show 
That verily thou dost not know 

The powVs requirM for copying a pjcturtf. 
And those for copying Dame Nature: • 
Alas ! a much more arduous matter ! 

So don't expose thyself, but mind my -stricture. 

Thou'U say it was mere compliment ; 
That nothing else was thy intent. 

Although it might disgrace a boy at school : 
I grant the fact, and think that no man 
iJSaysor writes sillier things to woman ; 

£ut stilt 'lis making each of you a fooI» 

Yet, HoA ACE, think not that I write 
Through spite; 

Think not I read thy works with jealous pain ; 
Ijord, no ! although no favourite with me. 
Thou %nayst be sometJdng of a bel esprit. 

Let me not damn the wituimill of thy brain I 
It is a pretty and ingenious mill. 
Just lit to grind i'or foik round^Strawb'rry-hill ! *] 

Suchis the liberal spirit of the historian of Straw berry-hilU 
such is the reflection from the pen of a man 'who pretends to al- 
most an adoration for the Michael Angelos, the Raphaels, tlie. 
Corregios, the Titians, the Reynoldses; a reflection that dare& 
mention the vantttf oititlf, and, the divinitj/o(geniust in the same 
Sentence : the trumpery present oi Kings, and the greatest gift of 
tbe Ahnightyl 

* A lady of some ingenntty in the mioiatiirc department. 
•J- A. famous miniaiurc-painier in the time of Cromwell. 



ODE 



^^o 
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ODE VI. 

^eter stiU contintl^th lo give great advice, and to exhibit deep 
reflcction-^Ue telleth a miraculous story. 

TTHERE is a knack m doing many a thing, 
-■■ Which labour" cannot to perfection bring : 
Therefore, however great in vour own ejes, 
Prajr do not hints from other rolks, despise. , • 

A fool on something great, at times, may stumble. 

And consequently be a good adviser ; ' 
On which, for ever, ydur wise fiten may fumble. 

And never be a whit the wiser. 

Yes ! I advise you, for there's wisdom in\ 
Never to rise superter to a liint : 

The genius of each man with keenness view ; 
A spark, from this or that man, caught^ 
May kindle, quick as thought, 

A glorious bai^x up, iny^u. • 

A question of you, let me beg — 
^pf 6mM Columbus and his ^gg, 
rriy, have yoii heard? — " Yes."-^Oh,thenif youp/rfl«f* 
ril give you the two Pilgrims and the Peas. 

THE PILGRIMS AND THE PEAS, 

. A TKUY STORT. 

A BRACE of sinners, for no good^ 

Were ordered to the Virgin Mary's shrine. 
Who at Loretto dwelt iii wax, stone, wood. 

And, in a curl'd jvhitc wig, lookM wond'rous fine- 
Fifty long miles bad those satd rogues to travel. 
With something in their shoes much worse than gravel ; 
Vot. I. L In 
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In short, their toes, so gentle to amuse. 
The priest had orderM peas into their shoes : 

A nostrum famous in old Popish times 

For purifying souls that stunk witli crimes ; 

A soil of apostolic salt. 

That Popish parsons for its powers exalt 
For keeping souls of sinners sweet, 
Justus our kitchen salt keeps meat. 

The knaves set off on the same dajr, 
.Peas in their shoes, to go and pray ; 

But very difTrent was their speed, I wot; 
One of the sinners gallop'd on. 
Light as a bullet from a ^un ; 

The other limp'd as if he had been shot. 

One saw the Virgin soon — peccavi cry M— 

Had his soul whitewashed all so clever : 
Then home again he nirpbly hied ; 

Made fit, with saints above, to live for ever- 
Incoming back, however, kt me say. 
He met his brother rogue about half way ; 
Hobbling with out-stretchM bum and bending knees ; 
Damning the souls and bodies of the peas : 
His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in sweat. 
Deep sympathizing with his groaning feet. 

" Hownow T' Chelicht>toed,wh{tewashMpi]grimbroke; 

" You lazy lubber !*'— 
" Odds curse it 1" cried the t'other, *' 'tis no /oifce— 
" My feet, once hard as any rock, 
'* Are now as soft as bhMer, 

'* Excuse me, Virgin Mary, that I swear $ ^ 
^ As for Loretto, I shall not get there : 
'' No ! to the dev'l my sinful soul must go ; 
^* FordammeiflhaVt'lost ev'rytge, 

'* But, 
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" But, brother sinner, do explain 
'' Hew 'tis thai you are not in pain ; 

" What Po w'k hath work'd a wonder for \/aur toes ; 
*' Whilst /> just like a snail, am crawling, 
^ Now swearing, now on Saints devoutly bawling, 

*^ Whilst not a rascal comes to ease my woes? 

*♦ How is't that j^^tt can like a greyhound go, 

" Merry, as it' that nought had happenM, burn ye !'* 
*' Why," cry'd the other, grinning, " you must know, 
'• That just before 1 ventured on my journey, 
" Td walk a little more at ease, 
'' I took the liberty to boil iJiy peas/' 



ODE vir. 

Peter grinpclh deliciously atihc blind idolatry of the present age 
fof the ancient mastcrt ; and also at the illiberality of aitisii of 
the present day, towards each other. 

YOUNG men, be cautious of each critic word 
That, blasphemous, may much offence afford ; 
J mean,^that wounds an ftndent master's hme ; 
A Titian, Guido, Julio, Veronese, 
Your lengthening phiz let admiration seize. 
And throw up both your eyes at Raphael's name« 

Ev^n by a print-shop should you chance to pass. 
Adore their effigy inside the glass : 

Just as. with rapists, the religious care Is,, 
in churches, lane's, to bend their marrowbones 
To bees wax saints, bons^ieux of stones. 

And beech, or deal, or wainscot Virgin Marys; 

Whatever their errors, they no more remain ; 
For Time, like fullers' earth, takes out each stain ; 
Nay more — on faults that modern works would tamiik^. 
Time spreads a sacred coat of varnish. 

L2 Spare 
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Spare not on brother artists^ backs the lash ; 
Put a good wire inH— let it Jlaih ; 

Since ev'ry stroke, with interest is repaid : 
For, though }ou cannot kill the man outright. 
Yet, by this effort of your rival spite. 

Fifty to one if ye don't spoil his trade. 
His ruins may be feathers for your nest :— r 
'The maxim's not amiss — prohatum est. 



ODE vm. 



The Poet inquireth into the state of the Exhibition— Lasheth 
Father Time for making great geniiweSf and destioytng them — 
Praiseth Rcynalds— Fancieth a very curious dialogue between 
'King Alexander and the Depr, thre subjetit of Mr. West^s 
picture^Turneth to Mr. West's Resurrection. 

"VXTELL, Muse ! what is therein thq Exhibition ^ 
^ ^ How thrive the beauties of the graphic art I 
Whose racing genius seems in best condition 
For G L o R Y *s plate to start ? 

Say what sly rogues ^Id Fame cajole } 
Speak, who hath bribM her trumpet, or who stole .'^ 
For much is praisM thab ought in fires to mourn ; 
Nay, what vvoj^ld ev^n disgrace a fire to bum. 

What artists boast a work sublime, 
That mocks the teeth of raging Tim e ? 

Old fool ! who, afber he halji formM with pains 
A genius rare. 
To make folks stare, : 
Knocks out his brains : 
Like children, dolls creating with high brags^ 
Then tearing all tbeir handy- works to. rags. 

Lo! 
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I Ik> ! Reynol Ds shines with undiminished ray ! 
i Keeps^ like the bird of Jove, his distant way : 
{ Yet, simple portrait strikes too oft our eyes; 
Whilst History, anxious for his pencil, sighs. 

We don't desire to see on canvas live. 

The copy of a jowl of lead; 
When for th* mieinal we would not give 
I A small pin's head. 

! This year, of picture. Mister West 

Is quite a Patagonian maker : 
^ He knows that bidk is not a je»t: 

So gives us painting by^ the acre..- 

I But,,ah! this Artist's brush can never brag 

Upon King Albxamdbr and the Stag; 

For, as ihey play'd at loggerheads a rubber. 
We surely ought to see a handsome battle 
Between the Monarch and the Piece of Cattle; 

' Whereas each keeps his distance like a lubber. 

His Majesty, upon his breech laid low, 
^eema preaching to his horned fiie; 
Observing what a very wicked thing. 
To hurt the sacreO person of a Kim g : 

And seems, about his business, to intreat him 
To march, for fear the hounds should eat hinu 
The Stag appears to say, in plaintive note, 
; '' I own. King Alexander, my offence: 

'• True! I've not show 'd my loyalty nor sense; 
" 86 bid your huntsmen come and cut my throat." 

The cavalry, adorn'd with fair stone bodies. 
Seem on the dialogue with wonder staring; 

And on their flinty backs, a set of noddies, 
Kot one brass farthing for their Master caring, 

- t J BrfioMi 



Behold ! one feUovv lifts his mighty, spear 
To save the owner of the Scottish crown; 

Whigh, harmless hanging o'er the gaping deer^ 
Seems in no mighty hurrji to come down. 

Another, on a pegasu^, coraes flying ! -^ 

His phiz, his errand much belying; 

For if he means to bastt tiie beast so cruel* 

God knows ^is with a face of water-grucL 

So then, sweet Muse, the picture boasts no mcrli— ' 
A«; fiat as dish Water, or dead small beer— 
Or, what the mark is tolerably near. 

As heads of aldermen, devoid of spiiit. 

Vi^eil, then! turn i^and*— view I'other 9l4« the rooo3| 
And see his Saviour mounting from the tomb: 
Is this piece, too, with painting sins so cramm'd^ 
Born to increase the number of the damn'd f 

My sentiments by no means I refuse — 

Was our Redeemer like that wretched thinf^, 

I do not wonder that the cunning Jkws 
ScornM to acknowledge him for King I 



ODE IX. 

Peter moraliseth, and giveth good advice. 

T^^VY and Jealqusy^ that pa^ir.of devils, 

-*-^ Stu ff M like Panpora^s, bo;x .with vyondrous e vib, 

I hate abhor, abominate, delest: 

Like Circe, turning man into abeast, , 

Beneath tbeir cankering breath no bud can blow ; 
Their blackening povv'j- resembles smut in corn. 
Which kills the ri;?ing ears that should adorn, * " 

Aii^jl^bi.djthe vales with goldcp pknty glow. 

Yet, 
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Yet, fierce in yonder dome each demon reigns; 
Their poison shells too many an arlist's vcms; 
Draws from each labouring heart the fearful sigh. 
And casts a sullen gloom on ev*ry eye. 

BausHMEN ! accept the counsel PaxEa sends 
Who scorns th* acquaintance of this brace of fiends : 

Should any, with uncommon talents, tow'r j 
To any is superior science given j 

Oh, let the weaker feel their happier power. 
Like plants that triumph in the dews of Heav'n! 

Be pleasM, like Reynolds, to direct the blind : 
Who aids the feeble fault'ring feet of youth : 

Unfolds the ample volume of his mind, ' 

With genius stor'd, and NxTuas^s simple truth: 

Who, though a Sun, resembles not his brother; 

Whose beams so fuH of jealousy conspire. 
Whene'er admitted to the room, to smother 

The humble kitchen or the parlour fire. 



ODE X. 

Peter spcakeih figuratMij-^Accommodzteih himself to oic/g«r 
readers — Lasheth prretertders to fame— •Concludeih merrily. 

X MOJDEST love of praise I do not blame; 
^^ But I abhor a ra/)e on Mist/ess F/wme. 
Although the Lady is exceeding chaste. 
Young forward bullies seize her round the waist; 

Swear, nolens volens, that she shall be kiss'd; ' 
And though she vows she does not like 'em. 
Nay, threatens, for their impudence, to strike 'em. 

The saucy rascals still persist. 

Reader ! of imagesr, hete's no concision ; 

Thou therefore understand'st the Band's allusion; 

>But 
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But possibly thou hast a (hickish head ; 

And therefore no vast quantity of brain :* 
Why then, my precious Pig of Lb a d^ 

'lis necessary to explain. 

Some.artists, if I may so call 'em. 

So ignorant (the fouifiend maul 'em!} 

Mere, driv'lers in the charming art. 

Are vastly fond of being prais'd ; 

Wish to the stars, like Blanchard, to be rais'd : 
And rais'd they should be, reader — ^from a car^ 

If disappointed in some Sten tor's tongue. 
Upon thentselves they pour forth prose or song} 
' Or bwf it in some venal paper j 
And then heroically vapour. 

What prigs to immortality aspire. 

Who stick their trash around the room I 
Trash meriting a very difF'rent doom — 

I mean the warmer regions of the fire I 

Heav'n knows, that I am anger'd to the soul. 
To find some blockheads of ^hefr works so vain; 

So proud to see them hanging cheek by jowl 
With /<w*, whose pow'rs the Art's high fame sustain. 

To wond'rous merit their pretension. 
On such vicinity suspension^ 
Brings to my mind a not unpleasant story. 
Which, gentle readers, let me lay before ye r 

A sliabby fellow^ chanc'd, one day, to meet 
The British Roscius in the street, 

Ga£Ric&, on whom our nation justly brags; 
The fellow hugg'd him with a kind embrace: 
" Good Sir, I do not recollect your face,". 

Quoth Grarick — " No! replied the man of rags— 

• The Frcsidem. 

" The 
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" The boards, of Drufy you and I have trod 
" Full mmy a time together, I am sure/'— 

" When ?*' with an oath, cryM G ▲ a a i c it — *^ for by G— 
'• t never saw that face of your's before! 

" What characters, I pray, 
" Did^ptt and / together play ?** 

" Lordl" quoth tb<B fello^, " thipk not that I mock ; 
" When you play'd H am lbt. Sir, / play'd the Cock.'** * 



ODE XL 

Peter talketh.ieii«i^ and ^wi>^^— Recoxnmendeth it to Attists 
to prefer pictnres for their meri^— Discoyerpth miisical kooif - 
ledge, ai|Cttk^)pet]by thfi( be oot opiy bath lu^pt cosppmiy wi^h 
tid-len, but Vu^fie-mak^r^^Be satirizeth ttie Acufb-Coguoeceuti 
•— Praiaeth his ingenioos neighbour;. Sir Joshua. 

BE not impos^,on by.a napf^i 
But bid youfieyp the picture's merit, trace^: ' ^ 

PoussiN at times in outlines may be lame. 
And Guidons angels destitute of i^race; . ^ 

Yet, lo ! a picture of some famous school : 

A warranted old daub of reputiition, i 

Where charming Paintinc-s almost every rule 

Hath suffer'd almost evVy violation; ' 

Oft hath heengaz-dat^ by devouring eyes. 
Where Nature, banishM from the picture sighs. 

So some old pu chics s, as a badger, gray. 

Her snags by TiAifi# sure EtfiNxisx, snatch'd away. 

With long, iaqk^ flannel chpeks; 
Where Age, in every wrinkled feature,. 
Unto the poor,. wea)c, shaking creature. 

Of death, unwelcoxQ^ tidings speaks; 
Drawsfrom the gaping. mob 5iq envying look. 
Because her husband chanc'd to be a Duke. 

* lathe Qh9st Scw^ 

How 
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How nany pasteboard rocks, and iron seas; 

How many torrents wild, of still stone water; 
How many brooms, and broomsticks meant for trefes^. ^ 

Because the fancy 'd labours of Sa l v a t«0R ,• 
Whose pencil, too, most grossly may have blundered; 
Have brought the blest possessor many a hundred.^ 

Thus prove acrou;£{, aSTAiNER»f or Amati^ 

No matter for the fiddle's sound; 
The fortunate possessor shall not bate ye 

A doit of fifty, nay a hundred pound: 
And though what's vulgarl^y bapii^'d a rep, 
fihall in a hundred pounds be deemed dog Cheap* 

It tickles one excessively to hear 

Wise pratine pedants the old masters praise; 
Damning by wholesale^ with sarcastic sneer. 

The wretched works of modern days ; 
Making at /iving wights such fatal pushes. 
As tliough not good enough to wipe their brushes^ 

And yet on each wise cognoscenti' ^^^,. 

Who shall for hours on paint and sculpture din ye, 
A person, with facility, may pass 

Rigaud for Raphael— -Bacon for Bernini; 
Or, littleassLn oven to Vesuvius! 
Will Tvler for Palladio or Vitrovius; 

One would imagine, by the maddening fools 
Who talk of nothing but the ancient schools. 

And vilify the works of modem brains. 
They think poor Mother Nature's art is fled. 
That now she canhot make a head. 

Who took with old Italian nobs such pains ; 
Nay, tuf n'd a driveler, that her power so sunk is. 
Tame soul ! she nothing now can make but tnorJceys^ 

* Salvator Rosa. f A German Fiddle-maker, 

{ A maker of fiddles, catted Cremonas. 

'' Look 
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•' Look at your favourite Reynolds/' is their strain; 
, " Allow'd by M, ihejirst in Europe's eye; 
'* One atom of repute can Reynolds gain« 
"When Titian, RuBBNs,and Vandyke arenigh? 
*' Say, what can Reynolds near Corregio's line;" 
BlincVards, permit me 4o inform ye^-^Mncl 



ODE XII. 

Peter inereaseth in wudom, and adviseth witely—Seemelh angry 
at the iUiberality of NaUm in the afiair of his good acquaintance 
the Lord High Chancenor of EogUuid, and Mr. Pepper Ard«u— r 
Peter treateth his readers with love-verses of past tiuMft 

/^OPY not Nature's form too clotdy, 

^^ Whene'er she treats the original too grossly; 

i'or when she gives deformity for grace^ 

Pray have a little mercy on the face. 

Indeed 'twould be -but charity to flatter 

Some dreadful worksof seeming drunken Nature. 

As for example: Let us now suppose 

Th UR low's black scoWl, and Pepper Ar den's fiose: 

fiut when your pencil's powers are bid to trace 

The smiles of Devonshire— Duncanmon's grace; 

To bid the blush of beauteous Campbell* rise. 

And wake llie radiance of August A'sf eyes, 

(Gad ! Muse, thou art beginning to grow loyal) 

And paint the graces of the Pr in cess Roy a l ; 

Try all your art^— and when your toils are done. 

You show a flimsy meteor for a Sun. 

Or should your skill attempt her face and air. 
Who firM my heart, and fixed my roving eye. 

The Lov Es, who robb'd a world to make her fair. 
Would quickly triumph, and your art defy. 

^ Lady Charlotte. 

f Second daughter of the Kin^i 

Sweet 
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Sweet Nymph !— biit, r^ad^r, like the song 
Which Cynthia's charms alone, impir'd; 

That left of yore the gbet's tonglie. 
When Love his raplur'd faticy fir*d. 

SONG. 

FROM her, alas V whose sniile was Tove, 

I wander to some lonely cell : 
My si^h too weak the maid to move^ 

I bid the flatterer Hope, fairewell. 

JBe all ht^r Siren arts forgot. 

That fiU'd my bosom with alarms; 

Jih ! let her cflttte. a littie spot, ' 
Be Jlost anitdst a tifoi-id of d»rm«. 

As on I wander slow, my sighs 
Atev'ry step forCYi^THiA moam: 

My anxious heart within me dies. 

And sinking, whispers, "Oh! return." 

Bcluded heM-t ; thy folly know. 

Nor fondly nurse tiie fatal flame ; 
iya^sence thou shah lose thy woe ; . 

And xiviy/ttttcr^i her name. 



Readers 1 I own the song of love is sweet; 

Mos^fc pleasmg to the soul of gentle Peter ; 
Your eyes, then, with another let me treat. 

Yes, gentle Sirs, and in the same sWeet metre. 

SONG TO DELIA/ 

SAY, lonely MAID, withdtfwn-caH^ie, 
Oh Deli A ! say, with cheeks so pale. 
What gives thy heart the lengthenM sigh, 
^ Jhat tells the world a ihournful talc ? 



OteX 



Thy tears that thus each other cftace» 
Bespeak a bosom swelPd wkh wee ; 

Thy sighs, a storm that wrecks thy peace. 
Which souls like thine should never knovr« 

O tell me, doth some &voui^4 y<iuj^b« 
With virtu^ Ur'd, thy beauty slight ; 

And leare those thrones of love and 4rutli^ 
That lip, and bosom of delight ? 

Perhaps to nyn^phs of oitber shiKkn, 
He feigns the soft« impa$8ion'4 iear | 

With sighs ijbeir «asy faith invade9« 
That treachVous won tky witless ear. 

Let not tJtase maids tliy envy move. 
For whom his b^urt may s^m to pine ; 

That HE4RT will ne'er be West by fpve. 
Whose guUt oouU ioroe ji pang from thinc^ 



ODE xm. 



^ous Peter acknowlcdgeth great obligations t« the Rererend 
Mister ,Marti% Luther— Yet lamente(h the effects of tliif Par* 
son'sfeformatioH on Paintiog. 

W£ Protestants owe much to Martin Lvthbr> 
Who found to Heaven a shorter way and smoother | 
And shall not soon repay the obligation : 
Martin against the Papists got the laugh ; 
-Who, as the butchers bleed and bang a calf 
To whiteness — bled and bangM unto salvatim ; 

As if such drubbings could expel their sins; 

As if that PowV, whose works with awe we view, 
GracM all our backs with sets of comely skins. 

Then orderM us to beat tbem black dnd blue. 
Vol. I. M Well 
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Well then ! we roust confess for certain. 
That much we <vwe to brother Martin, 

Who alter'd, for the better, our religion : 
Yet, by it, glorious Painting much did lose; 

Was pluck'd, poor Goddess ! like a goose j 
Or, for the rh^me-sake^ like a pigeon. 

Mad at the Whore of Babylon, and Bulx^ 
Down from the churches men be^an io pull 
Pictures that long had held a loltv station ; . 
Pictures of Sa ints, of pious •reputation^ 

For curing, by a miracle, theiils 
That now so stubborn yield not to devotions. 
But unto blisters, boluses, ar.d potions, 

That make such handsome 'pothecaries bills. 

Down tumbled A n t h o n i? who preach '<i to Sprats 5 
And He * who held discourses wHh a Hoc, 
That, grunting after him, so us'd to jog. 

Came down by favour of long stick« and bats. 

The Saints wdio grihn*d oh spits, like ven'son roastin^^ 
Broiling on gridir'ris ; baking in an oVeti ; 

Or on a fork, like cheese of/CKe.4iire, toasting j 
Or kickM to xleath, by Satan's hoof soxloven.^ 

All humbled to the gxound were forc'd lo fall. 

Spits, forks, and gridir'ns^ ovens, dev'l anil flUL 

E^*n Saints of poor Old England's breeding. 
In wonders, many foreign ones, exceeding. 

Our hot Reformers did as roughly handle: 
In troth, poor harmless souls ! they met no quarter^ 
But down were tumbled. Miracle and Martyr ; 

Put up in lots, and sold by inch of candle^ 

Had we been Papists— -Lord ! we still had seen 
Devils and DeviPs mates, young pimping liars 

Tempting the blushing Nun s of frail fiiteen. 
With gangs of ogling, rosy, wanton Fr j ars ; 

• Commonly known by the name of PigAnthdny. 

Which 
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Which Nun s, so pure, no love-speech could cajole ; 
Who starv'd the body, to preserve the soul. 

Then had we seen St. Dennis with his head 
Fresh in his hand, and, with afTection, kissing ; 

A^ if the nob, that from his shoulders fied. 

By knife or brbad*sword, never had been missing : 

Then had we seen, upon their friendly coating. 

Saints on the waves, like gulls and wigeons, floating. 

I've seen a Saint on board a shia. 
To whom, (or a farr wind, tite Fapists pray. 

Well dogg'd from stem to stern, by birch and wh!p^ 
Poor wooden fellow ! Iwenty times a day : 

PulPd by the nose, and kickM^-call'd lubber, owl. 
To make him turn a wind, to fair from foul ! 
And oft these things have brought a prosp'rous gale. 
When pray'rs and curses have been found to faiL 
This, had we papists been, ha<l grac'd our churches. 
Saints, seamen, nose-pulling, kicks, whips, and birches. 



ODE XIV. 
peter att»cketh the R. A't. 



"VTE Royal Sirs, before I bid adieu, 
-*■ Let me inform vou, some deserve my praise. 
But truH me, gentle 'Squires, ye are but few 

Whose names woulcl not disgrace my lays ; 
You'll say with grinning, sharp, sarcastic, face, 
** We must be bad indeed, if that's the case/' 

Why, if the truth I must declare, ' 

So, gentle 'Squire's you really are ! 

Vm greatly pleas'd I must allow, / 

To see the foreigners beat hollow ; 
Who stole into that dome the Lord knows how ; 

(I hope to God no more will follow :} 

M 2 Wh«i 
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Wlio, curs'd with a poor sfliv'ling spirit. 
Were never known to vote for merit ;— 

Poor narrow-minded imps. 

Hanging together just like shrimps. 

I own, (so litile they have merited) 
That from }on noble dome, x 
!Made almost an Italian and French home, 

I long to see the vermin ferreted. 

Yet Where's the house, however watched by cati. 

That can get rid of all its rats ? 

Oi:, if a pretUer «mile j&ay |;>lease. 

Where is the bed that hath not fleas ? 

Or if a prettier *////-- -what London rugs 

Have not at times been visrteH hybt^F 



ODE XV. 

Peter taketh leave — Displayeth wonderful learning— Seem etii 
sorry to part with his Readers— Administereth crumb» of 
comfort. 



M 



Y dearest readers ! 'tis with grief I tell. 
That now, for ever, I must bid farewell ! 



Glad, if an odeof mine, with grins, can treat ye« 

Valeie : 
y^nd if you like Hie Lyric Peter's odditj^, 

Plaudite. 
Rich as a Jew am I m Latian hrc"" 
So, classic readers, take a sentence more : 
Fulchrum est monstrari digiio, et dicier hie est t 

Says Juvenal, whoJov'd a bit of fame: 
In English — Ah 1 'tis sweet among the thickesfc 

To be found out, aftd pointed at by t^ame. 



T# 
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To hear the shrmkmg Gb e at exclaim, " That^s Peter, 

** Who make§ much immortality hy'me(re ;. 

•' Who nobly dares induJge the tuneful whim, 

*' *And cares no more forlCiNcs than Kings for him /** 

Yet one word more before we part : 

Should any take it grievously to heart ; 

Look melancholy » pale,, and wan, and thin. 

Like a poor pullet that hath eat a pin ; 

Put on a poor desponding face, and pine. 

Because that Peter the Divine 

Resolves to give up Painting Odes : 

By all the rhyming Goddesses and Gods, 

1 here, upon a poet's word, protest. 

That if it is the world's request 

That I again in Lyrics should appear ;: 
Lo ! rather than be guilty of the sin 
pf losing George the Third one subject's skin. 

My Lyaic BiiG^iPE shtdl be tun'd next year* 



M 5 »HB 



THB 

JLOUSIAD, 

AN 

HEROI-COMIC POEM. 



CANTO I. 



JrimaSyracosio dignata est ludere vcrsw 

Nostra, nee enibuit sylvas habitaie Thalia ; 

Cam Gftnereiii i^ges et praelia, Cyntbhis aurem 

Vdlit et admopttit VuciU 

I, who «> lately in my Lyric lays 
Sang to the praise and glory of R. A/s; 
And sweetly tun'dto Love the melting line. 
With Ovid's art, and Sappho's warmth divine; 
Said, (nobly daring!) " Muse, exalt thy wing9» 
** Love and the Sons of Canvass quit for KingsJ* 
Apollo, laughing at my powers of song, 
Cry'd, " Peter Pindar, prithee hold thy tongu*.*' 
Bat I, like Poets, self-sufficient grown, 
Ktplyd, '' Apollo^ prithee bold thy 4»»n.'* 



TO tHE READER. 



T is necessary to itlform (li«e, that Ws Majesty actuairy 
.. discovered, some time ago, as he «iat at table, a Lou» 
OA his plate. The emotion octauiioneti lyf the unexpecteil 
B^ppesL9knet of imh a gueit can be better iauiginea tiian 
described. 



I 



An> edict tvas> in consequende» passed for shaving Ike 
Cook^, Scul^ions^ &c. and the ttiifoctunate Louss con- 
demned to die* 

Suclip is the f<mndati<m of the Lousr a o. — W ith what * 
dcCTee of merit th« Poem h executed, th6 im-cfiticar as 
iren as-criticat Reader will decide. 

Tbeai^enimMpAticTiiOit, vf4io ought to be allowed to 
kfRyw s«fiiewhac ef tflie matter, htffh been hesrd privattely 
to cFecIare, that, m Mtr opinion, ^he Bafrachomyomachia 
of Homer,, the Secthia Raprta of Tassoni> the Lutrin 
of Boffeaii, the Dispensary of Garth, and the Rape of 
the Lock of Pope, are not to be'com pared to it ; and to 
exclaim at the same kime, with all the modes! assurance 
of an author — 

Cedite, scrfj^rfts Romani ; <redite, Graii-^ 
"^iX ortmn in terrisi Lotemadi, melius. 

Which, for the sak;e of the mere English Reader,. i» thu« 
beautifully translated; 

Romftn and GMcfran Autlrortf, griat and srtiaXlf 
The Author of the Lousiad be!itg you ail* 

THE 



THE ARGUMENT^ 

THE Procmiiim — Description of the Louse's Fait— ^ 
History of his Wife and Family-— A wonderfully sub- 
lime Simile of a Cow — Discovery of the Louse by 
his Majesty— 'the King's Horror and Astonishment on 
seeing him—- equal to that he felt at Mr. Fox^s At* 
tempt on Prerogative^-at Mr. Buhkb's dreadful De- 
falcation of the Royal Table—equal to that his Ma. 
iesty felt in a tumble from his nors&— equal to the 
Horrors of disappointed Venison Eaters — of a Serjeant 
at Law— of a Country Girl— of a Pfetit-Maitrc saluted 
by a Chimney-sweeper— of the Devil when pinched 
by St. DuNSTAN^s red hot tongs--^f Lady Wors ley 
—of Sa^m House the Patriot— of Bti.LT Ramuj— 
of Kynaston, the 'Squire of Leatberbead — of the: 
perjured CuRistorHER Atkinson— of the Prince 
. of AsTURiAs— of the King of Spain— of Dr. John- 
son and Dr. Wilson — Description of his Majesty's 
Heart— most naturally and. wittily conipared to a 
Dumpling— ^His Maji^sty's Speech to the Qu^ecw— Her 
Majesty's mo4t gracious and short. Answer— iThe.short.. 
Speech of the beautiful Princesses— His Majesty*! 
rough Rejoinder — ^The Fear that came on the Queen 
and her Children — ^beautiful Apostrophe to the Prin- 
cesses—the King^s Speech to the Pages — ^Tlie King 
U4iabletoeat — Tlie Queen able — The King's Orders 
about the Lous Br— Description of Dixon the Cook 
Major— his Speech — A Speech of the Cooks— Fine 
Simileof Bubble and Squeak; thought more sublime 
than that of Honter^s^ Black Pudding— Speech of a 
.Scullion'~*of a Scullion's Mate— of a Turnbrochc— 
Noble Comparison of a Tartar Monarch after he hath. 
'^ned-^A long and wise Speech of a Yeoman of the 
Kitchen — ^The Cook's Approbation of the Yeoman^ 
Speech— Grand Simile of a Barn and its Lodgers set 
on fire by Lightning;— The Concluding Spce^lL of the. 
Cook Major. 



t ISl ) 

THE 

L O U S I A D. 
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CANTO THE FIRST. 

THE'LousB I slng« who, from some head unknown, 
Yel born and educated near a throne, 
Dropt down — (so wilPd the dread decree of Fate !) 
With legs wide sprawling on the Monarch's plate : 
Far from, the raptures of a wife's embrace ; 
Far from the £ambols of a tender race. 
Whose little feet he taught with care to tread 
Amidst the wide domii)ions of the head ; 
Led them to daily food with fond delight. 
And taught the tiny wand'rers where to bite ; 
To hide, lo run> advance, or turn their tails ; • • 
When hostile combs attack'd, or vengeful nails : 
Far from those plea^^^ing scenes ordain'd to roaro. 
Like wise Ulysses, from his native home ; 
Yt.t like that sage, though forcM to roam and mourn. 
Like him, ala>! not fated to return ! 
Who, full of rags and glory, saw his boy* 
And wife -f again, and dog J that dy'd for joy. 
Down dropp'd the luckless Louse, with fear appall'd> 
And' wept his wife and children as he sprawPd. 
Thus, on a promontory's misty brow. 
The Poet's eye, with sorrow, saw a cow 
Take leave abrupt of bullocks, goats, and sheep. 
By tumbling headlong down the dizzy steep ; 

» Telemachus. f Penelope. 

J Argus, for whose history see the Odyssejr 

No 
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No more to reign a queen amongst the cattle, 

And urge her rival beaus, ihe, bulls, to battle; , 

She fell,* remembering ev'ry roaring lover. 

With all her wild courants in fields of clover. 

Now on his \e^, amfdst^ tbouiand.Avpes^ 

The Louse, with judge-like gravity, arb^; 

He wanted not a motive to entreat him. 

Beside the horror that the King might eat him : 

The dread of gasphig on the ratsd fork. 

Stuck with a piece of mutton, beef, or pork. 

Or drowning 'midst ihe 5aJ»cc ip^tsmai^umps. 

Was full enough to make him stir his stumps. 

Vain hope of stealing unperceiv'd away ! 

^He might as well have tafrifed vvhere be lay. 

Seen was the Lous£,as with the Rx)yal brood 

Our 'hungry King amus'd himself with food; 

Which proves ( though scarce believed by one in ten) 

That Kings have appetites like common •men ; 

And that, like London AJdermen and Mayor, 

Kings feed on sojids Jess refinM than air. 

Paint, heav'nly Muse, the look, the ver^ look. 

That of the Sovereign's face possession took. 

When first'he saw llie Louse, in soliemn state. 

Grave as a Spaniard, march across the plate ! 

Yet, could a Lou SB a British King surprise. 

And like a pairof saucers stretch ni^ eyes ? 

The little tenant of a mortal head. 

Shake the great Rui,er of three realms with dread ? 

Good Lord ! (^s somebody sublimely sings) 

What great eifeots Arise froiji little things 1 

A$ many a loving swain and nymph can tell, 

Who> following Nature's law, have IpvM too well ! 

Not with more horror did his eyes behofld 
Charles Fox, that cunning enemy of old. 
When Triumph hung upon his plotting brains. 
And dear Prerogative was just in chains : 

♦ Mprie.n« dul<;c$ reminiscitur Argos. Vi««. • 

Not 



J 

i 
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Not with more horror did his eye-balls work 
Convulsive on the pzftriotic. Burke, 
When guilty of economy, the. crime; 
Edmund wide wander'd from the true sublime. 
And, cat-like,, watchful of the flesh and fish, 
CfibbM from the royal table nmny a dish ; 
Saw ev'ry slice of. bread and butler cut. 
Each apple told, and nuraber'd evVy nut ; 
And gauged (cbmpos'd upon no sneaking scale) 
The Monarches belly like a cask of ale ; 
Convinc'd that, in his ^scheme of state-salvation. 
To ^starve* the Palace, was to save the Nation : 
Not more aghast he look'd, vyhcn, 'midst th^ course. 
He tumbled, in a slag-chase, frqm his horse. 
Where all the Nobles deem'd their M.onarch dead. 
But luckily be pitchM i^pon his head. 

Not Venison Eaters at the vanish -d fat, 
Witb stomachs wider than a Quaker's hat : 
Not with more horror Mister Serjeant Pliant » 
Looks down upon an empty-handed client : 
Not with more horror stares the rural Maid, 
By hopes, by fortunetellers, dreams, betray'd. 
Who sees her ticket a dire blank arise. 
Too fondly thought the twenty thousand prize. 
With which the. simple damsel meant, no doubt. 
To blesg her faithful fay'rite, Colin Clout; 

Not with more Ij^rror stares each lengthen'd feature. 
Of :$oroe fine, fluttering, mincing />em-«iff*/re. 
When of a wanton chimney-sWeeping wag 
The beau's while vestment feels thfe sooty bag : 

* His Majesty was really reduced some time since to a most 
mortifying dilemma. The apples at dinner having been, bv a too 
great liberality to the Royal children, expended ; (he King or- 
dered a supply, but was informed that the Board of Green Cloih 
would positively allow no more. Enraged at the unexpected 
and unroyal disappointment, he furiously t>ut his hand into his 
pocketj took out six.pence, sent a Page for two pennyworth of 
pippins, and recciyed the change. 

Vol. I. N Not 
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Not with more horror did the Devil look. 
When Dunstan by the nose the daemon took, 
(As gravely say our legendary songs) 
And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs : 
Not Lady Worsley, chaste as mafn/ a nun, 
I/ookM widi more horror at Sir Richard's fun, 
VVhen, rais'd on high to view her naked charms. 
He h<rld the peeping Captain in his arms : 
Like David, that most am'rous little dragon. 
Ogling sweet Bethsheba without a rag on : 

Not more the great Sam House * with horror star'dp 
By mob affronted to the very beard : 
Whose impudence (enough to damn a jail) 
Snatch'd from his waving hand his fox's tail. 
And stufPd it, 'midst his thunders of applause. 
Full in the centre of Sam's gaping jaws. 
That, forcing down his patriotic throat. 
Of" Fox and Freedom I" stopp-d the glorious note. 

Not with more horror Billjir Ramus f starM, 
When PufFj, the Prince's hair -dresser appear'd 
Amidst their eating room, with dread design, j| 

To sit with Pages, and with Pages dine! I 

* In Westminster Hall, where the sense (the author was just 
about to say nonsense) of the people was to be taken on an 
election. 

f Billy Ramus— emphatically and constantly called by his 
Majesty 8W^ Ramiu ; one of the pages who shaves the Sovereign, 
airs his shirts, reads to him, writes forhiro, and collects anecdotes^ 

J Puff, his Royal Highness's hair-dresser^ who attending him 
at Windsor, the Prince, with his usual good-nature, ordered him 
to dine with the Pages. The pride of the Pages immediately 
took fire, and a petition was dispatclied to the King and Prince, 
to be relieved from the distressful circumstance of dining with a 
^air^dresser. The petition was treated with the proper contempt, 
and the Pages commanded to receive Mr, Puflfinto their mess, or 
quit the table. Witli unspeakable mortification Mr, Ramus and 
bis brethren submitted; but, like the poor GentOOS who lose their 
Cast, have not held up their heads since. 

Not 
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Not With more horror Gloster's Duchess siax'd, 
When (blest in metaphor !) the King declared. 
That not of all her mongrel breeds one whelp 
Should in the Royal kennel ever yelp. 

Not more that man so sweet, so unprepar'd. 
The gentle squire of Leatlierhead *, was scarM, 
When, after prayers so good, and rare a sermon ; 
Me found his front attackM by fierce Miss Vernon ; 
Who meant. (Thai estris-i ike, disdaining fear \) 
To pour her foot in thunder on his rear : 
Who, in God's house f, without one grain of grace^ 
Spit, like a vixen, in his Worship's face ; 
Then shook her nails, as sharp as taylor's shears, 
Thatitch'd to scrape acquaintance with his ears* 

Not Atkinson Ij, with stronger terror started 
(Somewhat afraid, perchance, of being carted) 
When Justice, a sly dame, one day ^bought fit 
To pay her serious compliments to Kit ; 
A»k'd him a few short Questions about corn. 
And whisper'd, she believM he was forsworn ; 
l*hen hinted, that be probably would find. 
That though she sometimes wink'd, she was not blind* 

Not more Astttri as^ Princess ( lookM affright, 
^t breakfast, when her spouse, the unpolite, 

* Kynatton is the name of the g entlemao assailed by tbo 
furlotts Maid of Honour, for dii;ipprobacion of the lady as an ac- 
quaintance for his wifOf 

f Verily In the Hoa«c of the liord, on the Lord's Day, In the 
year of our Lord, 1'5'85, in the village of Leatherhead, in the 
county of Surry, did this profane salival aiii^auU take place on tiic 
phi? of 'Squire Kynaston, to the disgrace of his family, the wonder 
of the parson, the horror of the clerk, aixl the $tupef;:ctton of 
the congregation, 

} Mr, Christopher Atkinson's airing on the pillory is suflSci- 
ently known to the public. 

. ^ This quarrel between the prince of Astnrias and his Wncess, 
with the interference of the Spanish Monarch* as described bow, 
}s not a poet^ fiction, but an absolute fact, that happened not 
many months ago. 

N 2 HurPd, 
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HurPd, madly heedless both df time and place,* 

A cup ofboilmg cofFe© In her face ; 

Because the fair One eat'abiitterM roll; 

On which the selfish Princti liad fixM his Soul V 

Not more astonishM look'd tljat Prince to find 

His royal father to his face unkind ; 

\V ho, to the cause ofirjur'd beauty won, 

SeizM on the proud proboscis of his* son, 

(Just like a tiger of the I^ybiaii shade, 

Whose furious claws the helples* deer invade) 

And !ed him, till that son its durance freed. 

By asking pardon for the brutal deed ; 

Led him thrice ro\ir\^ the room (the story goes) 

Who followM with great gravity his hose, 

ResolvM at first (for Spaniards are stiff stuff) 

To ask no pardon, though' the snout came Off": 

Noi more astonished looked the Spanish King *, 

Whene'er he missM a snipe UpOn the wing i 

Not more astonishM looked that fCingof Spaitt,. 

To see his gun-boats blitzing on the main ^ 

Not Doctor Johnson rcort?, to hear the tale 

( )f vile Pigzzi's marrying Mistress Thrale ; 

Nor Doctor Wilson, child of am*roiis foHy, 

When young Mac Clyster bore off Kate Macaulay f 4 

• What dire emotions shook the Monarches soiil ! ^ 

Jujt like two billiard balls his eyes ^gan roll ; 
Whilst anger all his Royal heart possessed. 
That, swelling, wildly bumpM against hisbseast j 
Boutic'd at his ribs with all its might so stoutj 
As resolutely bent on jumping out, 
T' avenge, with all its pow'rs, the dire disgrace. 
And nobly spit in thej offender's face. 

. • His Most Catholic Majesty's shooting merits are universally 
acknowledged. Though far advanced in years, he is stiU'tho 
admiration of his subjects, and the envy of his brother Kings, as 
a Shot ; and it is well known, that even on those days when the 
Royal Robes are obliged to be worn, his breeches pockets ard 
stuffed with gun flints, screws, hammers, and other impletr.cpts 
necessary to the destruction of snipes, partridges, and'wild pigs. 

f TU5 fair Historian, 

Tbusi 
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Thus a large dumpling to its cell confin'd, 

(A very apt allusion^ to my mind) 

Lies snug, until the water waxeth hot. 

Then bustles 'midst the tempest of the pot : 

In vain ! — the lid keeps down U^e child of dough. 

That bouncing, tumbling, sweating, rolls below. 

•' What's that! what's that !'* th' astonish'd Monarch 

cries, 
(Lifting to pitying Heav'n his piteous eyes) 
" What monster's that, that's got into the house ? 
" Look,- look, look, Charly ? is not that a lou^^e ?" 
The Queen look^ down, and said, " Mine Gote ! 

" good la V 
And with a smile the grey-back'd str anger saw ; 
Each Princess strain'd her lovely neck to see. 
And, witJi another smile, exclaim'd, " Good me !" 
*' Mine Gote ! Good me ! is that all you can say ?" 
(Our gracious Monarch cry'd, with huge dismay.) 
" What 1 what ! a silly vacant smile take place' 
" Upon your Majesty's and children's face, 
'' Whilst that vile Lovss (soon, soon to be unjointed !) 
** Affronts the presence of the Lord's Anointbo !'' 

Dash'd, as if tax'd with Hell's most deadi v sins. 
The Queen and Princesses drew in their chms, 
Look'd prim, and gave each exclamation o'er. 
And, very prudent, ' word spake never more/ 
Sweet Maids ! the beauteous boast of Br i t a i n 's isle, 
Speak-p-were those peerless lips forbid to smile ? 
Lips \ that the soul of simple Nature moves— 
Form'd by the bounteous hands of all the Loves ! 
Lips of d^ight ! unstain'd by Satire's gall! 
Lips ! that I never kiss'd—- and never shall. 

Now, to each trembling page, a poor mute mouse. 
The pious Monarch cried, " Is ih'is your Louse ?" 
" Ah ! Sire," (reply'd each Page with pig-like whine) 
*' An't please your Majesty, it is not mine," 
*f Not thine f (the hasty Monarch cried agen) 
'' What ? what ? what ? what ? what ? who the devil's 
'' then ?" 

N 3 - Now 
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Now at this sad event the SoVEREtcN, sofe^ 
Unhappy, c oukl not eat a mbiilhful mofre : 
Hisvvij^er Queen, hefr gracious stomach studying. 
Stuck most devoutly to the beef afid pudding ; 
For Germans are a very hearty sort. 
Whether begot in Hqg-styes or a Court ; 
Who bear (which shews their hearts are not of stone) 
The ills of others better than their own. 

Grim Te R R o R serzM the soul's of all the'Pages, 
Of different sizes, and of different ages ; 
FrightenM about their pensions or their bones. 
They on each other gap'd Uke JacobVsons I 

Now to a Pa G E, but which we can't determine. 
The growling Monarch gave i\)^ plate and vermin : 
" Watch well that blackguard animal,'' he cries, 
*' That soon or late, to glut my vengeance, dies ! 
" Watch, like a cat, thaf vile marauding louse, 
" Or George shall play the devil in the house. 
" Some spirit whimpers, that to cooks I owe 
'* Tbe precious visitor tli^t crawls below ; 
*' Yes,.yes ! the wlilsji'ring Spirit tells me true, 
" -And soon shall vengeance all their locks pursue. 
" Cooks, scourers, sduirfons too, with tails of pig, 
" Shall lose their coxcomb curls, and wear" a wig." 
Thus roar'd the King — not'HercJuIes so big; 
And all the Palace echoM—-" V^ear a wig!" 

Fear, like an ague, struck the. pale-nos'd Cooks, 
And dash d the beef and mutton from their looks I 
Whilst from each cheek the rose withdrew its red; 
And Pjty blubber'd o'er each nienac'd head. 

But lo ! the great Cook major *coraes ! his eye's 
Fierce as the redd'ning flame that roasts and fries ! 
His cheeks like bladders, with high passion glowing, 
* Or like a fat Dutch trumpeter's when blowing. 

• Dixon. 

A n^at 
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A neat white apron his huge corpse embracM^ 
Tj'd by two comely strings about his waist : 
An apron that he purchased with his riches. 
To guard from hostile grease his velvet breeches-— 
An apron that; in MOnmouth Street high hang. 
Oft to the winds With sweet deportment swung. 

*' Ye sons of drippmgi on your Major look !" 
(In sounds of deep^ton'd thunder, cry'd the Cook) 
" By this white apron, that no more can hope 
" To join the piece in Mister Inkle's shop ; 
" That oft hath held the best of Ps^laee meat, 
" And- from this forehead wip'd the briny sweat ; 
" I swear this h^ad disdains to lose its locks; 
" And those that do not, tell them they are Blocks ; 
*' Who^e head, my Cooks, such vile disgrace endures i ' 
" Will it be yours, or yours, oryours, or yours ? 
'* Ten thousand crawlers in that head be hatchM, 
" For ever itching, but be never scratched ! 
" Then may the charming perquisite of grease, 
" The mammon of your pocket, ne'er increase ;— 
*' Grease ! that so frequently hath brought you coin, 
" From veal, pork; mutton, and the great Sir'Loiw. 
'' O brothers of the spit, be firm as rocks : 
" Lo ! to no King on earlh I yield these locks. 
" Few are my hairs behind, by ageendear'd !-— 
" But, few or many, they shall not be shear'd. 

" Scfonef shall Madam SchrweMenbergh,* the jade, 
" Yield up'her favorite perquisfites of trade ; 
" ,Give up her sacred Majesty's old gowns, 
" Caps, petticoats, and aprons, without frowns : 
" She ! who for ever studies mischief— ;• She ! 
" Who soon will be as busy as a lee, 
" To get the liberty of locks enslav'd, 
" And ev'ry harmless cook and scullion shav'd— 
" She ! if by chance a British Servant Maid, 
*' By some insinuating tongue bctray'd, 

* Mifltress of the R^bcs- to herMajestyv 

<' Induc'd 
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/* Induc'd the fair forbidden fruit to taste, 
" Grows luckless, somewhat bigger in the waist j 
*' Rants, storms, swears, turns the penitent to door, 
♦* GracM with the pretty names of B — ch and W 
*' To range a prostitute upon the town, 
" Or, if the weeping wretch think better, drown :— 
" But, if a German Spider-brusher fails, 
* * Whose nose grows sharper, and whose shape tells tales ; 
** Hush'd is th' affair—the Queen and she, good dame, 
•* Both club their wits to hide the growing shame; 
** To wed her, get some fool-^~I mean some wue man \ 
" Then dub the prudent cuckcold an exciseman — 
** She ! who hath got more insolence and pride, 
" God mend her heart ; than half the world beside : 
*' She! who of guttling fond, stuffs down more meat, 
" Heav'n help her stomach ! than ten men can eat I 
" Ten men ! aye, more than ten — the hungry hag ! 
" Why, zounds ! the woman's stomach's like a bag : 
" She ! who will swell the uproar of the house, 
'< And teli the King damn'd lies about the louse ; 
" When probably that lous^ (a vile old trull !) 
" Was born and nourished in her own grey scull. 

" Sooner the room shall buxom Nanny * quit, 
" Where oft she charms her master with her wit ; 
" Tells tales of ev'ry body, ev'ry thing, 
" From honest courtiers to the thieves who swing—— 
" Waits on her SovVeign while he reads dispatches^ 
" And wisely winds up state affairs or watches^ 

*' Sooner the Prince (may Heav'nhis income mendi) 
" Shall quit his bottle, mistress, or his friend ; 
" Laugh at the drop on Misery's languid eye, 
*' And hear her sinking voice without a sigh ; 
*' Break for the wealth of realms his sacred word, 
*' And let the world write covsckvd, on his sword : 

• Buxom Nanny-— a female servant of the Palace, who coiw 
stantly attend; the King when he reads dispatches. 

*• Sooner 
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" Sooner shall haro from fowl and turkey part, 

" And sluffine leave a calPs or bullock's heart : 

" Sooner shaU toasted cheese take leave of mustard, 

** And from Ihe codliii tart be torn the custard: 

" Sooner these hands the glorious haunch shall spoil, 

" And all our melted butter turn to oil; 

" Sooner our pious King, with pious face, 

•' Sit down to dinner without saying grace; 

*' Ami eyVy night salvation pray'rs put forth, 

" For Portland^ Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and North : 

" ScxHier shall ^shion order frogs and snails, 

" And dish-clouts stick eternal to our tails ! 

" Let George view Ministers with surly Looks, 

" Abuse 'em, kick emr^but revere his Cooks ! " 

^ What, }os€$'our%^0€ks!'' reply'd the roasting Grew>: 
'♦ To Barbers yield 'em l-^Daoame if we <!k> J 
" Be shavM like for^^ign dogs one daily meeti^ 
*• Naked and blue, iarS shiv'ring in the streets I 
" And from the Palace be ashanr'd to range, 
" Forfsak-the world should think we bad the marigeu 
" hy taunting boys made weary of our lives^ 
" Broad grinning wh-^^res, and ridiculingwivesl"--- 

" Rouse, Opposition ! " roar*d a tipsey Cook, 
With hands a-kimbo, and bubonic look,-— 
*' ^Tis Sh b alone 6ur noble cuf Is can keep — 
" Without herMinisteHs would fall asleep r 
" 'Tis she who makes great men — our FdXEs, Pitts, 
" And sharpens, whetstone-like, the Nation's wits^ 
•* Knocks ofTyour knaves and fools, however great: 
** And, broom-tike, sweeps the cobwebs of the State*: 
" In casks like sulphur, that expels bad air, 
" And makes, like ihunder-claps, foul weather fair; 
" Acts like a gun, that, iir'd at gather'd Soot, 
'* Preserves the chimney and the house to boot; 
" Or, like a school-boy's whip, that keeps up tops, 
*' The sinking Realm, by fiagellation> props. 
^*' Our Monarch milst not be indulg'd too far; 
^* Besides [ I love a little bit of war. 

"Whether 
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" Whether to crop our curls he boasts a right, 

" Or not, I do not care the Louse's bite ; 

•' But then, no force-work ! No ! No force, by Heayenf 

/ Cooks ! Yeomen ! Scourers ! we wiHnot be driven. 

*' Try but to force a pig against his will, 

" Behold the sturdy gentleman stands still ! 

" Or, perhaps, (his pow'r to let the driver know) 

" Gallops the vety road he should not go— 

" No force for me ! — ^TheFRENCH, the fawning dogs^ 

*' E'en let them lose Iheir freedom, and eat frogs; 

" Damme ! I hate each pale soujhnieagre thief*— 

" Give me my darling liberty and beef/' 

Me spoke.««and from his jawsi a lump he slid. 
And, swearing, manful flung to earth hii aui d. 
Then fweliing Pa i ob forbade bit tongue to ret t, 
. Whilst wild emotions tabourM in his breast* .. 
Now sounds confused bit anger, made bim mutter, 
And, when be thought on shaving, curses splutter* 
Such is the sound (fte simile's not weak) 
FormM by what mortals Bvuhle* call and Squeak, 
When, 'midst the frying-pan, in accents savage. 
The beef so surly quarrttls with the cabbage. 

'' Be sbavM !'' a Scullion loud began to bellow. 
Loud as a parish bull, or poor Or tf b l l o ^ 
Placed by tnat rogue Iago upon thorns, 
With all the horrors of a pair of horns : 
Loud as th^ Exciseman t struggling for his life. 
And panting in a roost inglorious strife j 

When 

• The modest author of thcLousiA^ most do himself the jws* 
ticc to declare here, that his simile of the Bubble and Squej^k. is 
vastly more natural and nK)re sublime than Homer's black pud- 
ding on a gridiron, illustrating the motions and emotions of his 
HeroUlyssffs, 

Vidt O0Y.SSBY. 

f This affair happened a few yedrs since.-r^An Exciseman 
seizing some smuggled goods belonging to a Princess, a rt^Iation 
of the Great Frederic, her Highness fell upon the poor Hat de 
Ccccand almost scratched hts e>'«s out : the^Exciseman made a 

formal 
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When oti his face the smuggling Princess sprung^ 
I And, cat-like clawing, to his visage clung. 

I ** Be shaVd^ like pigs!'' rejoined the scullion's matei 

-.His dish-clout shaking, and his pot-crownM pate: 
I ** What barber dares it, let him watch his nose, 

I '' And, curse me ! dread the rage of these ten toes/^ 

So saying, with an oath to raise one's hair* 
He kickM with threatening foot the yielding air. 

Thus have I seen an Ass (bapliz'd a Jack) 
Grac'd by a Chimney-sweeper on his back, 
I Prance, snort, and Ring his heels with liberality^ 

In imitation of a horse of qu ality, 

I *' Be shaved ! " an understrapper Tu RNSROCHEcry'd 

In all the foaming energy of pride — 
** Zounds! let us take His Majesty in hand! 
*' The King shall find he lives at <ywr command : 
'' Yes ; let him know with all his wondrous state, 
'^ His teeth and stomach on owr wills shall wait; 
I ** We rale the platters^ vit command the spit, 

L " And George shall have'his mess when vie think ^i \ 

I *' Stay till ourselves shall condescend to eat, 

. " And then, if we think proper, have his meat." 

Thus having fed on venison rather coarse, 
A colt, or crocodile, or dhh of horse. 
The Tartar quits his smoaky hut with scorn. 
Sounds to the kingdoms of the world his horn ; 
And treating Monarchs like his slaves or swine. 
Informs them they have liberty to dine. 

" Heav'ns!" cry'd a Yeoman, with much learning 
grai^d. 
In books as well as meat, a man of taste, 

formal complaint to the King, begging to be relieved from the 
, disgrace^ The gallant Monarch rciurned for answer, that he 
gave up the duties to his cousin the Princess; but could not 
conceive how the hand of a fair Lady could dishonour the face 
of an Exciseman; 

Who 
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Who r^ad With V£^st applause Ih^ daily news. 

And kept a close acquaiptance with the Muse ; 

Conundrum, rebus made, acrostic, riddle; 

And' Ming his dying sonnets to the fiddle. 

When Love, with cruel dart the murd'ring thief. 

His heart had spitted^ like a piece of beef; 

" Arelhese,'* he said, ^' of Kings, the whims and jokes? 

** Then Kings can be as mad as common folkr* 

*' Dam« Nature, when a Princb's head she. makes, 

'' No more concern about the inside takes 

** Than of the inside of a bug's or bat*s, 

" A flea's, a grass-hopper's, a cur's, a cat's ! 

*' As careless as the Artist, trunks designing, 

" About the trifling circumstance of lining: 

*f Whether- of Cumberland he use^ the plays; 

" Miss Barney's jiovels, or Miss Seward'^ lays ; 

*' Or sacred dramas of Miss. Hannah More, 

*' Where all the Nine, with little Moses snore; 

" Or good 'Squire Pindar's Odes, or Wharton's stick; 

''Or Hoiace Wal pole's Poubts upon King Dick, 

" Who furious drjves, at times, his old goose quill, 

;" On ^iraiy6'rry;( Reader 1) notth' Aoman-HUl; 

" Whether.he doom'd the Royal. Speech to cling, 

" Or those of Lords and Commons tp ^le King ; . 

*.* Where owe begs money and the others grant, 

'* So easy, freely, friendly, complaisant, 

'' As though the cash were really all their own, 

*' To p\xTch2L&e knick-hnacks^ that disgrace a throne. 

*' Ah, me! did people know what trifling things 

" Compose tiiose idols of the earth caU'd Kings, 

" Those counterparts of that important fellow, 

" ,The children's wonder — -Sic nor Pvnchineli.0; 

" Who struts upon the stage his hour away ; 

" His outside gold — his inside rags and bay ; 

* The Civil List, we are inclined to think, fcela deficiencies 
from toys — For an instance, we will appeaj to Mr. Cummiug's 
non -descriptor a time-piece at the Queen's House, which cost 
nearly two thousand pound. The same artist is also allowed 
tOOf .per annum to keep the bauble in repair* 
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4' No^ore as God's Vicegerents would they shine> 
" Nor make the world cut throats for Right Divinh* 

*' Those Lords of Earth, at dinner, we have seen, 
'*• Sunk, by the merest trifles, with the spleen— 
^' Oft for an ill-dress'd egg have heard them groaDf 
*' And seen them quarrel i(>r a mutton bonei 
"" At salt or vinegar, with passion, iiime» 
*' And kick dogs, chairs, ynd pages, round the room*. 

" Alas! how often have we heard them grunt, 
*^ Whene'er the rushing rain hath'spoiPd a hunt ! 
** Their sanguine wishes cross'd, tlieir spirits clogged, 
I 'i Mere riding dishclouts homeward they have jogg'd ; 

i '* Poor imps ! the sport (with all their pride and pow'r) 

*' Of Nature's diuretic stream — a show'r! 
*' This ue, the actors in the farce perceive ; 
** But this tlie distant' world will ne'er believe^ 
*' Who fancy Kings to all the virtues born, 
' *' Ne'er by the vulgar storms of passion torn j 

i- •' But, blest with souls so calm, like summer seas, 

f *' That smile to Heav'n, unruffled by a breeze: 

I *' Who think that Kings, on wisdom always fed, 

, *' fipeak sentences like Bacon's brazen head; 

*' Hear from their lips the vilest nonsense fall, 
\ *' Yet think some heavenly spirit dictates all ; 

^** Conceive their bodies of celestial clay, 
I ** And, though all ailment, sacred from decay; 

^' To nods and smiles their gaping homage bring, 
*' And thank their God their eyes have seen a King! 
•" Lord! in the circle when our Royal Master 
" Pours out his words as fast as hail, or faster, 
I ^ "To country 'Squires, and wives of country 'Squires; 
' * '* Like stuck pigs staring, how each oaf admires ! 

' * This is partly a picture of the last reign as well as the pre* 

sent. The passions of George the Second were of the most impe- 

' nious kind — ^his hat and his favourite minister. Sir Robert Wal- 

pole, were too frequently the foot-balls of his ill humour— n.ay, 
poor Queen Caroline came in for a share of his foot benevolence. 
But he was a Prince of virtues — ubi plura nilent, non ego paucis 
mffcndar maculis, 

VoI.T. O ' " Lo! 
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*' Lo! ev'ry s)'llable becomes a Gem! 
*' And if, by chance, die Afonarch cough, or hem, 
'** Seiz'd with symptoms of a deep surprise, 
" Their joints with rev'rence tremble, and their eyes 
" Roll wonder first: then, shrinking back with feai:, 
*' Would hide behind the brains, were any there. 
." How taken is ii\h idle world by show ! 
" Birth, riches, are the Baals to whom we bow: 
", Preferring, with a soul as black as iioot, 
" A rogue on horseback, to a saint on foot, 
" See Fkance, see Portugal, Sicilia, Spain, 
*' And mark the desert of each Despot's brain; 
*^ Whose tongues should never treat with taunts a Fool; 
" Who prove that nothing is too mean to rule. • 

^ What could the Prince, high-tow'ring like a steeple, 
" Without the Majesty of Us the People^ 
" Go, like the King of Babylon*, to grass, 
*' Or wander, like a beggar, with a passi 
" However 7;ioc?eniXiNGS may Cooks de!?pise, 
** Warriors and Kings were cooks, or Hist'ry lies.— 
*' Patroclus broiPd beef-steaks to quell his hunger; 
" The mighty Agamemnon potted congor!— 
" And Ch ARLEsofSwEDEN,*raidst hisgunsand drums, 
" Spread his own bread and i)utter with his thumbs. 
*' Be shavM !— No!— rsooner pillVies, jails, the stocks, 
" Shall pinch this corpse^ than Barbers scratch my 
" locks." 

,*' Well hast thou said,** a Scourer bold rejoin'd; 
'* Damme! I love the man who speaks his mind.'* 
Then in his arms the orator he took. 
And swore he was an ar.gel of a Cook. 
A while he held him with a Cornish hug; 
Then siez'd, with glorious gra-jp, a pewter mug, 
W^hose ample womb nor cyder held, nor ale, 
But nectar fit lor Jov E,and brew'd by Th rale. 
*' A health to Cook s^' he cried, and wav'd he pot; 
" And he who sigh^ for titles is a sot-— 

♦ Nebuchadnezzar. 

" Let 
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•* Let Dukes and Lords the world in wealth surpass j 

" Yet many a lion's skin conceals an ass. 

** Lo! this is one amongst my golden rules: 

" To think the greatest men the greatest fools : ' 

" The GREAT are judges of an opera song, ' 

•' And fly a Briton's for a eunuch\s t(7ngue; 

" Thus idly squandering for a squall their riches, 

'1 To faint with rapture at those cats fn breeches. 

** Accept this truth from me, my lads — the man 

** Who first found out a spit, or frying-pan, 

" Did ten times more toward-? the public good, 

** Than all the tawdry titles since the flood : 

*' Titles! Ihat Kings may grant to asses, mules, 

** The scorn of sages, and tlie boast of fools/* 

He ended — All the Cooks exclaimM, " Divlnt?!** 
Then whisperM one another, 'twas " damnM finei" 
Thus spoke the Scourer like a man inspirM, 
Whose spee('h the heroks of the kiuheii fired : 
Grooms, master scourers, scullion-^, siuliions* mules, 
Whh all the overseers of knives and plates. 
Felt their brave souls like frisky cyder work. 
Whizzing in oppositioi>.toi>he cwkc 
Eaith's Potentates appeared ignoble things. 
And Cooks of greater consequence than Kings ; 
Such is the power of words, where truth unites. 
And such the rage that injurM worth excites ! 
The Scourer's speech, indeed, with reason blest. 
Inflamed with godlike ardour all the rest. 
Thus if a barn Hciav'n's vengeful lightning draw, 
The flame ethereal darts amongst the straw ; 
Doors, rafters, beams, owls, weazles, mice and rats. 
And (if unfortunately mousing) cats; 
All feel tlie fierce devouring fire in turn. 
And, mingling in one conflagation, burn. 

" Sons of the Spit,*' the Major cry *d again, 
** Your warlike speeches prove you blest with brain : 
" Brain ! that Dame Nature gives not er*ry head> 
** But fills the vast vacuity with lead I 

02 " Yet. 
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*• Yet ere for opposition we prepare, 
** ^nd bravely battle in the cau&e of Hair j 
•' Melhinks Hwoiild be but decent to petition, 
'' And telt the King with firmness our condition: 
*'- Soon as our sad complaint he bears us utter, 
-'f His gracious heart may melt away like butter; 
*' Fair Mercy shine amidst our gloomy house, 
•• iVnd angered Ma/bsty forget the I^ustt,'^ 



«iKWv^^<yt^-' 



i^DVgRTISEMENT. 

A S many people persist in their incredulity with respect 
•^^ to the attack made by the Barbers on tlie heads of the 
barmless Cooks, I shall exhibit a list of the unhappy suf- 
ferers : it is the Palace list, and therefore as autheniic as 
the Gazette. 



A true List of the Shaved at Buckingham Iloutc^ 

Two Master Cooks, J Two Soil- carriers. 

Three Yeoman ditto, f Two Door-keepers, 



Four Grooms, J Eight Boys, 

Three Children, ^ Five Pasiry People, 

Two Master Scourers, < Eight Silver Scullery, 

Six Under Scourers, ? lor laughing at the 

Six Turnbroches, / Cooks. 

In all, fifty one. 

A young man, namei John Bear, would not submit, and 
lost his place. 



03 4 



Till 

LOUSIAD. 

AV 

HEROI-COMIC POEM, 



mmeammmmmm 
CANTO H, 



THE ARGUMENT. 

INVOCATION to the Muses — Degeneracy of modern 
poets — ^The ragged state of the ladies of Parnassus — Sad 
condition of bards— Praise of Mr. West's great picture 
of King Alexander and the Stag — ^More invocation to the 
Muses — The tricks of those Ladies — Their impositions 
on Poets and Poetesses— -A compliment to King George 
and Dr. Herschell, on their intimacy with the moon and, 

important discoveries in that planet Invocation to^ 

Apollo—Invocation to Conscience—Conscience describ. 
<d — The great powers of i^onscience — More invocation 
to Conscience — Truthand Falsehood, their situations- 
More invocation to Conscience— The praise of Royal 
economy and a HancJverjkn.Collcge—Xddress to Gottin- 
gen — More invocAion to ConscienCe--Mr. Hastings's 
bulse,Mrs. Hastings's bed and cradle properly treated— 
More words to Conscience— The fatal power of Consci- 
tnce over the late Mr.Yorke' and Lord Clive — Address 
to Fame — A request to the aforesaid Gentlewoman, in- 
structing Ikr hov^» disposd ^f sbw^ oC her'tr^mpets— . 
Description of her *j^»<afo-vbtaries— The Bard blushing 
for tlie quantity of invocation — Procession of his Epic 
Poem-Madame Sc%weUet>berg described with a plate 
of ham — Account of her birth, parentage and education- 
Account of pride-Madame Schwcllenberg's visit to the" 
King — His Majesty's most gracious speech — Madame 
Schwellenberg's answers-^ Address to Readers on Ladies 
swearing* -Sir Francis Drake,^the steward of the House- 
hold, described— not to be confounded'with thefam'oua 

. jSir Francis Drake, who died near aoo years ago — The 

' perquisites of the present SirFrancLs-^Description of the 
dining-room belonging to the Cooks at Buckinghami 
House — The entertainment and utensils of this room— . 
Dixon the Cook- Major's Speech — Story of a Nabob and 
a Beggar— Cook-Major Dixon's speech in continuation- 
Speech of another Cook— The Cooks in the dumps— 
The Cook Major's rejoinder to the Cook'^ speech — A 

• very sensible specchr-Conclusion with ft beautiful 
mile— The pctitioa of the Cooks. 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 

^TYMPHS of the jtacred fount, arountl whose hunk. 

■*"^ Bards rush in droves, like cart-JiorseSji lo drink j 

Dip their dar^ beards amidst your streams so cl«ar. 

And, whilst they gulp it, wish it ale or been 

Far more delighted to possess, I ween, 

OJd Calvert's brevvhouse for their Hippocrene; 

And blest with beef, their ghostly forms lo fill. 

Make Dolly's chophouse their Aontan hill; . 

More pleas'd to hear knivos, forks in conceri jouy 

Than all the tinkling cymbals of the NiWEj 

Assist me — ye who themes sublime pursue^^ 

With scarce a shift, a stocking, or a shoe! 

Such pow'r have satires, epigramsj and odes^ 

As make ev'n bankrupts of the bom of gods. 

As well as mortal bards, who oft bewail 

Their unsuccessful madrigals in jail. 

Where penned, like haplqss cuckoos in a cage^ 

The ragged warblers pour their tuneful rage;. 

Deck the damp walls with verse of various quality^ 

And, from their prisons^» mount to immortality. 

Ah ! tell me where is now thy blush, Q Sh a m E t 
Shall bards through jails explore the road to Fame I 
tike souls of ]?apists in their way to glory, 
Doom*d at the half-way house, call'd Purgatory,. 



Ta 
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To burn, before they reap h the realms of light. 

Like old tobacco-pi pes> from black to white? 

Yet let me say again, that powerful rhyme 

Hath lifted poets to a state sublime; 

To lofty pll'ries raised their sacred ears 

High o'er\he heads of marvelling compe^rj. 

Whose eggs, potatoes, turnips, and their tops. 

Paid flying homage to their tuneful chops ! 

Blest state ! that gives each fair exalted mein. 

To grace in print a monthly magazine; 

And deck the shops with sweet engavings drest, 

'Midst angels, sinners, saints of Mister West: 

Where brave IJ^ing Alexander and the1)EBR, 

A noble bustling hodge-podge shall appear. 

From that fam'd picture * which our wonder drew^ ^ 

And pour'd its brazen splendorjs on the view : 

Bright as the pictures that with glorious glare. 

On pent-house high, in Piccadilly stare. 

Where lions seem to roar, and tigers growl. 

Hyaenas whine, and wolves in concert howl; 

And^by their goggling eyes and furious grin. 

Inform what shaggy devils lodge within. 

Ye i«rtrMPHs who fond of fun, full many a timei- 
Mount on a jack-ass many a child of rhyme. 
And make him think, astride his braying hack. 
He moves sublime on Pegasus's back ; 
Ye Muses, oft by brainless poets sought,. 
To bid the statiza chime, and swell with thought; 
Who, whelping for Oblivion, fain would save 
Their whining puppies from the sullen wave ; 
Assist me J ye wbo visit towns and hovels. 
To teach.our girls in bibs to eke out novels. 
And tr^at with, scorn (fkr nolrter knowledge studying)' 
The humble art of making pye or pudding: 
Who bid our Sappho< of their verse be vaui. 
And ftincy ^H Parnassus in their brain; 

* A whplc acre of canvias so daubed by colour as to gj.ve it 
the appearSincc of a brass fOun<ftry, 

And , 
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And 'mid the Ixisde of their lucubrations. 

Take downright madness for your inspirations; 

Charm'd with the cadence of a lucky line. 

Who ^as(e a rapture equal, George, to thine 

When, blest at Datchbt, through iliy Hb&schbll's 



That brings from distant worlds a horse, an ass, 
^ A tree, a windmill, to the curious eye, 

I Shirts, stockings, blankets, that on hedges dry. 

Thine eyes, at evenings late, and mornings soon, 

Unsated feast on wonders in the Moon ; 

Where HBRscHELLon volcanoes, mountains, pores. 

And happy Nature's true sublime explores $ 
[ Whilst thou, so modest, (wonderful to tell !) 

On MjNAR trifles SLTt content to dwell, 
' Flies, grasshoppers, ^rubs, cobwebs, cuckoo spittle ; 

I In short, delighted with the world of little; 

Which West shall paint, and grave Sir Joseph Bank9 
> Receive from thy historic mouth with thanki ; 

Theij bid the vermin on the journals* crawl, 
I Hop, jump, and flutter, to amuse us all. 

I . And thou, great Patron f of the double quill, 

I ' That flays by rhytrte, and murders by a |nll, 
I A pretty kind of double barreled gun. 

More gtv'n to tragic than to comic fun ; 

Auspicious Patron of the paunch and backs 

Of ihose all-daring rascals christen'd quacks, 
I To whom our parse and lives are legal plunder. 

Who, hawk-like, keep the human species under : 

God of those gentlemen of jingling brains, 
I Who, for their own amuseittent, print their strains : 

\ Strain* 4hat ne'er soar'd beyond the beetle's flight. 

Save on the pinions of a school-boy's kite; 
Strains arrant strangers to a depth profound. 
Save when Jeep pilgrimaging under ground, • 

In humble rags, like Tinners in a mine. 
They pay tlieir tourt to Cloacin a's shrine ; 

♦ Of the Royal Society, f Apollo. 

Strains 
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Strains that no ray of light or warmth proGlainij 

Save when, committed to the fire, they flame ; 

Strains that a circulation never founds 

Save when they turnM on beef or Ten'son round : 

Oh ! aid, as loFty HoMfin says my nause 

To sing sublime the Monarch and the Lousk! 

Nymphs, Phoebus, in my ^m heroic chapter 
I should have pray'd for crumbs of tuneful rapture ; 
Thus to forget my friends was not so cJever; 
But says the proverb, " better iate than ncr^r.'* 
WelJ I since Fm in die invocation trade. 
To Conscience let my compliments be paid— • 

Conscience, a terrifying little sprite. 
That, l^-like, winks by day, and wakes by iiigfit : 
Hunts uirough the heart's dark holes each lurking vice^ 
As sharp as weasels hunting eggs or mice : 
Who, when thelightenings flash and thunders Cfadc, 
Alakes our hair bristle like a hedgehog's bacic ; 
"Shakes, ague-like,, our hearts with wild commbtion ; 
UpUfts our saint-like eyes with dread devotion : 
Bids the poor trembling tongue make terms with H^eav^n, 
And promise miracles to be forgiven ; 
Bids spectres rise, not very like the Graces ; 
With goggling eyes, black beards, and Tyburn feces^ 
With scenes of fires of glowing brimstone scares. 
Spits, forks, and proper culinary wares 
For roasting, broiling, frying, fricaseeing 
The Soul, that sad offending little Iking; 
That stubborn stuff, of salamander make. 
Proof to the fury of the burning lake. 

O Conscience! thou strait jacket of the soul^ 
The madding sallies of the bard controul ; 
Who, when inclined, like brothe** bards, to lie. 
Bring Truth's neglected form before his eye; .. 
Fair Maid ! to towns and courts a stranger grown^ 
And now to rural swains almost unknown. 
Whose company was once their prudent choice; 
Who once, delighted, tisten'd to her \'oice; 

When 
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When in their hearts the eemlet' passtoii strove. 

And CoNs^TANCV went hand in hand with Lovsl 
I Sweet Truth, who steals through lonely shades along^ 

I And mingles with the turtle's note her song;^ 

^Whilst Fa tsHooOf rais'd by sycophantic tricks^ 

Unblushing, flaunts it in a coach and six. 

Consciekce! who bid'st our Monarch, ffom the 
nation, 
Send sons to Gottingen for education, 
^ Since heFpIess Cam and Is i s, lost to knowledge. 

Are ideots to this Hanoverian college, 
i Where simple Science beams with orient ray; 

The great, tli^ glorious At h e n s of the day ! 
So says the RulEft of us £nglijih fools. 
Who cannot judge like him of Wi s d o m's schools. 

Dear attic Gottikgek ! to thee I bow, 

i Of Knowledge, oh ! most wonderful milch cow i 

From whom liuge pails (he royal boys ihall bring. 
And give, we hope, a little to the *— — . 
Through T7iee, be»vte% thelcnowledge they nay reap. 
The lads shall get their board and lodging cheap ; '■ 
And learn, likie their rood parents, to subsist 

■ Witliin the limits of the Civil List ; 

I Who seldom bid a Minister implore 

i A little farther pittance for the poor. - 

i*. Conscience ! who, to the wonder of his Scee, 

I Bad'st from his wonted state a Pa i n c b retire, 

^ And, tike a subject, humbly seek the shade. 

That not a tradesman might remain unpaid : 
An action that the soul of Envy stings— 
A deed unmentionM in the book ol Kings : 

Conscience ! who raadV a Monarch, by thy powV, 
Send prisoner the fam'd Diamond * to the Tow'r j 
So witchingly that looked him in the face. 
And impudently sought to bribe his Ghace : I 

* Such Is the story of the late sly Bulse that stoletiHo St. James't." 
Voul. P Wheoj^ 
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Where, too, the cradle and the bed shall rest. 
That on the'same dainn'd errand left the East — 
Thus fall of gem and pearl ihe treasonous tribe; 
And beds and cradles that would Monarchs bribe ! 

Conscience ! who now canst like a cart-horse draw; 
Now, tifele;is sinking, scarcely lift a straw j 
.So diff*Fpnt are thy pow'rs at di (Trent times. 
Thou dear companion of the man of rhymes ! 
Thou ! who at tim<?s canst like a lion roar 
For one poor sixpence ; yel, like North, canst snore. 
Though rapine, murder, try to ope thine eyes. 
And raging Hell with all its horrors rise ; 
Whose eye on petty frauds can fiercely flame. 
Yet wink at full blown crimes that Iflasi a name ! 

O Conscience ! who didst bid to madness work 
( So great thy pow'r ) the brain of haplesss York, 
And mad'stt him cut from ear to ear his throat/ 
That luckless spoiPd his patriotic note ; 
Yet wanted'st strenglli to Force from Az>hard eye 
On^ drop — who help'd him to yon spangled sky ; 
Whose damned prayers, feigned tears, and tongue of art. 
Won on the weakness of his honest heart I 
Poor York] without a stone whose reliques lie. 
Though ViRTVE mark'd tiie murder with a sigh ! 

O Conscience 1 who to Clive didst give die knife 
That desp'mtaplunging took his forfeit life ; 
Who, lawless plund'rer, in his wild career, 
Whelm'd Asia's eye with woe, and heart with fear ; 
Whose wheels on carnage roll J, and, drench'd witb 

bI(X)d, 
From gasping Nature forc'd the blushing flood 5 
Whist Havock, panting with triumphaiU breath, 
Nerv'd his red arm, and hailM the hills of death.— 
And now to thee, O lovely Fame, I bend ; 
Let all thy trumpets this great work commend : 
Give one a-piece to all the learn'd Reviews, 
And bid tliem sound the labours of the Muse : -- 

Give 
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Give to the Jilagazines a trumpet each. 

And let the swelling note to diwrnsday reach : 

To daily News-papers a trumpet give ; 

Thus shall my epic strain for ever live ; 

Thus shall my book descend to distant times. 

And rapt posterity resound my rhymes. 

By future Beauties shall each tome be prest. 

And, with their lapdogs, live a parlour guest. *' 

Thee dearest Fame, some mercenaries hail, 
Mere>y to gain their labours a good sale ; . 
Or rise lo i'air preferment by thy longiie, ' 

Though deaf as adders to thy charms of song : 
Just as the hypocrites say pra^''rs, siilg p>alms. 
Bestow upon the blind and cripple alms ; 
YieW glory to the Pow'r who rufes above, «. • 

Not from a principle ofheav'nly love. 
But, sneaking rascals ! to obtain, when d«ad,' 
A comfortable lodging overhead. : i .« " - .' 
When forc'd.by age, or doctor.^, or. their spouies, ' 
The vagrants quit their sublunary hou$f9» * ' 

With tiresome invocation having done. 
At length our glorious Epic may go oii, 
Lo ! Madam Schwellenbbug, inclined to cnifflw 
Was wond'rous busy o'er a plate of ham ; 
A ham that once adorn'd a German pig. 
Rough as a bear, and as a jack-ass big ; • 

In woods oSWestphaly by hunters smitten, . " 
And sent a present to the Queen of Britain., 

But ere we farther march, ye Muses, say • ^ 
Somewhat of Madam Schwellenbekgh, I pray. 
If ancient poets mention but a horse. 
We read his genealogy of course : 
Ohi say, ^hall horses boast the deathless line. 
And o'er a Lady's lineage sleep the Nine ?* 

By virtue of her father and her mother, 
This woman saw the light without much pother; 

P 2 That 
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That 19— no graud commotions shook. our earth.; 

jA polio danc'd no hornpipe at her birth^ 

To say to what perfection she was born. 

What witj what wisdom should tlie Nymph adorn : 

No bees around her hps in clusters hung, 

To IcII the future sweetness of her tongue ; 

i^ round her cradle perch 'd no cooing dove. 

To mark the soul of innocence and love ; 

No smiling cupids round her cradle play'd. 

To shew tlie future conquests of the maid, • 

^hose charms would make the jealous sex her foes, 

And with their lightnings blast u thousand beaus. 

Indeed ihe Muse must own a trifling pother 

Sprang up between ihe &ther and the mother ; 

For, after taking methods how to gain her. 

They knew not how the devil they should maintain her.^ 

Heav'ns ! what ! no prodigy attend her birtb. 
Who awes the greatest palace upon earth ? 
Yes \ a black, cat rmiild the bantling sqttalPd, 

Jom u !t; ^*"*|'^^^*i«s» Mall tbfi imm •pp^Vd ; 

Now here, now there, he sprung with visage wild, 
i\nd made a bold attempt to kiss the child ; 
Bats pourM in hideous hosts into the room. 
And imp-like, flitting, formed a sudden gloom ; 
Then to thecradfe rush'd the darkening throng, 
And, raptur'd, shriek'd congratulating song ; 
Which song, in concert with the squalls ot puss, 
SeemM in plain German, *' Tltou art one qfus, ** 
In Strelitz iirst this Dame the light espyM, 
Born to a good inheritance of pride ; 
For, howe'er paradoxical it be, 
Frids pigs with people of a low degree. 
As well as with your tolks of fortune strats^ 
Like rats tliat live in Palace.^ or huts ; 
Or bugs, an animal of pompous gait, - - 

That dwell in beds of straw, or beds of state $ 
Or monkeys vile, whose tooth inglorious grapples. 
Now witlv ananas, now witli tiotten apples. 

Hail 
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Hail, Protbus Pride, whose various powVs ofUiroat 
Can swell the trumpet's loud and saucy note; 
^nd if a meaner air can serve thy turij> 
In panting, quivering sounds of Jew^-harps, mourn ! 
Hail, Pride, companion oi the great and little. 
So abject, who canst lick a patron's spittle : 
Whine like a sneaking puppy at his door. 
And turn the hind part of thy wig before ; 
Nay, if he orders, turn it inside out, 
And weir-it, Merry-Andrew like, about ; 
Heed not the grinning world a single rush. 
But bear its pointed scorn without ^ blush ! 
Yet fain wouldst thou the crouching world bestride^ 
Jiist like the Rhodian Bully o'er the tide ; 
The brazen wonder of the world of yore, 
Tliat proudly stretch'd his legs from shore to shore> 
- And saw of Greece thf^ loftiest navy travel. 
In dread submission, underneath his navel. 

So much for Pride — great, Kttle, humble, vain ; 
And now for Madam Schwbllznbbrg again. . * 

Whether the Nymph could ever boast a gtace,. ♦♦ 
That cfeign'd to pay a visit to her face. 
The Muse is ignorant, she must allow ; 
Yet knows this truth, that not on& sparkles noiu. 
If ever beauties, in delight excelling, 
Charm'd on her cheek, thev long have left their dwellii^^ 
This Nymph a Qiantua-maHer was, I ween. 
And priz'd for cheapness by pur saving Que^n, 
Who (wher^^s the mighty harm of loving money .^) 
Brotight her to this fair land of milk and honey,' 
And plac'd her in a most important sphere — " '^ 

Insfectrkss General of the Ro;al Geet.' 

Soon as this woman heard the Louse's tale^ 
At once she turn'd, like walls of piaster, paie^ 
But first the ham of Westphaly she gobbled. 
And th^nto seek tlie Lord's Anoikted hobbledr ** 
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Him Full of wralh, like Peleu«' son of yore. 
When Agamemnon took away h« wh--*. 
In all the bilterness of wrath she found; 
The Queen and Royal Children staring rottnd* 
•* O Siwr/fo /"—thus the maddened Monarch roar'd. 
Whilst wild impatience wing'd^ach rapid word ^ 
For, lo ! the solemn march of graceful speech. 
The Kino long since had bid to kiss his b— ch» 
The broken language that his mouth affords. 
Are heads and tails, and legs and wings of words^ 
That give imagination's laughing eye 
A lively picture of a giblet pye.— 

^ O Sxoeily, Swelfy I" cry'd the furipus Kii^, 
" What ! what a dirty, filthy, nasty thing! 
" That thus you come to ease my an^ry mind, 
•* Indeed is very,.yery, very, very kind.— 
** What^s your opinion, hse !*' — the Monarch ravM ; 
" Yes, yes, the cooks shall every one beshavM — 
y Wiiat ! what ! hael ;hae ! now tell nae, Stoelly, prs^y, 
" Shan't I btj right in'tr-Wh»t! what! Stvelfy, hae ? 
** Yes, yes, I'm sure on't, by the Louse's looks, 
•* That'hcijebdg'd lo sonie one of the cooks. 
" Speak, Swelly ; shan't we shave each filthy jowl ? 
** Yes, yes, and that we will, upon my soul." 

To whom the DAiie, with elevated chin, 
^ide-^tarlDg eyes, and broa,d, contemptuous grin : 

•* Yes, ^suire 9s dat my soul is to be sav'd, 
** So <iure de dirty rascals sal b'e shav'd — 
** Shav'd to de quick be ev'ry moder's son— 
** And cursft me if / do not see it done ! 
•* De barbers soon der nasty locks sal fall on, 
•' Nor leave vone standing for* a Loase to crawl en. 
" If on der skulls de ra|:or no not shine, 
*' May gowns and, petticoats no more be mine-^ 
" Curl, club, and pigtail, all sal go to pot, 
•' For sush curs'd nastinqss, or Til befot ; 
J' Or else I© Slrelitz let me quickly fly, 
;•' Dat dunghill, dat poor pighouse to de eye ; 

•'Where 



'« Where fmb Kit own m^U^ne de Prinoe, id gmt^ 
••Can iomp into«iioder Prince estate — , 

'^ Iss, bydeGoddatmadedifeartandjBM^ 
*• No single kmsy ttscal sal go free."^ 

Reader, Ihou laifeit both thy marvnii»|^iarw. 
In all the stariitf wildness of surpriae ; 
As if the poet did not truth revere. 
And fknwistgeiulewmen could not wear s 
Go, fod, and seek the ladies of 4be amd, 
Queens of the laltes. or darnels of the flood, 
Nymphs, Nereids, Or what vulgar, ton Jjues ^U dcab^ 
Who vend at BiUinsgate their f prats and crabs; 
Tell them iheir Mi all stink, and thou wik bear 
Whether fine gtniiewmiteH ever swear : 
Nay, visitmwiy of our courtly dames. 
When wrath their dove-likegentleness inflames ; 
Lp I thou shaltiind, by many a naMgbty word. 
They use small eeiemony wUh the Lor4, 
In spite of all that nodly boofcucontaifl. 
That teach them not to take Ws name in vam. 

'• Thanks, A»*%, thanks, Aaaks, thank^** Uie 
King replyMj 
" Like me, you have not got a^ram of pride, 
" Yes, yes, if I am master of this house— 
" Yes, yes, the locks shaU fall, and then the Louse/' 

He spoke-raUd 4o confirm the dreadful doom. 
His head he shook, that shook the dinmg room. ' 

ThusJovBof old, the dread, the tbiind aing God, 
Shook, when he swore, O^VMiPii* with his nod. 

•'Yes,'* crvMtbe Ring, "yes, yes, their curls shall 

" quake — , • «• -n 

••* Btit tell me, where, wtefe, wbete^? Str E&akcis 
"Drake?" 
O, Header, think^ot ^wasthat BRAX8,8irFRANei», 
Whose wond'rous actions seem almost romances ; ^^^ 
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Who shone in sense profound^ and bloodiest war j^. 
And rais'd the nations glory to the stars ; 
Who first in triumph saii'd around the world. 
And vengeance on the foes of Britain hurPd : 
But He who skulks around the Royal kitchen. 
Which if hecatch a neighbour's dog or bitch in. 
Lets fly, to strike the four-legg'd mumper deaid, 
A poker, or a cleaver, at his bead. 
Not tliat Sir Francis Drake who, god-like, bore 
Fair Freedom, Science, to th' Atlantic shore ; 
Tq Pagans gave the Gospel's saving grace. 
And planted Virtue 'midst a barb'rous race, 
Spread on the darkenM realms the jblaae of light- 
But he who sees the spoons and plates ace bright ; 
Sees that the knives before the King and Queen 
Are, like the pair of Royal stomachs> keen: 
Not Ae, whose martial frown whole kingdoms shook. 
But he whose lowering visage shakes a cook : 
Not he who pour'd on Mexico his tars ; 
But he, at London, who with linen wars. 
Napkins and daiAask table-clbths 1^ assails 
With scissars, razors, knives, and teeth, and nails j. 
Who dares with Doylies despite war to wage. 
Such is his province and domestic rage. 
If, like his predecessors, he hath grace. 
And calls his conquests, perquisites qf place. 
'Twas not that Dr a k b who badle his daring crew 
Run with their bayonets the Spaniards through ; 
But that Trnportant, Dr a k e, in office big, - 
Instructing cooks to spit kgeos^or pig : J 

Not he who took the Spaniiardi by 4he nose. 
And prisons fill\l with JBrttait/s graceless foes ; 
But he who bi4s the geese, his prisoners, die. 
And stuffs their legs and gizzards in a pye : 

* It A^s a commoo practice in the last and preceding reigns 
(the present heing somewhat more economical) jo tear and cut 
the Royal linen privately, which, on account of the teeth, knife, 
.nailj or 8Cissar\ wounds, w,ere never, more used, but went as 
perquijiies to Treasurersjand Masters o^ tlw Household, 

^ ^" '• He 
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He who, thcee times a week, a Green-clolh Lor4# 
Sits^ wisdom fraught, at that important Board 
Witli wise compeers, in judge-like order studying. 
Whether the Ki n g shall have a tart or pudding. ' 
Not he, bjf virtues to the world endearM, 
By foes respected, and hy firtends rever'd ; 
Prompt t«> relieve the supplicating sigh. 
Who never dashM with tears tlie asking eytf 
But wakM of joy the long-departed beam. 
Deep sunk in sorrow's unremittii^ »lream : 
But lie, with generosity at strife. 
Who never gave a sixpence in his life ; 
Who, if he ever ask'd a friend to dine. 
Requested favours that outweighM his wine : 
From lane to lane, who steals with wary feett 
Just like the cautious hare that seeks his seat : 
Who^ though a city * near him, rears her heiui, 
And wealthy villages around him spread. 
No friepd, no neighl^r n^ar bi*^ mansiqn fixind, 
LJke Cain surve>'S a solitude around. 
*Twas tfds Sir Fa^iwcis, quije a different man 

Forbid it, Heav'n 1. that e'er the Mvs% uoiffiit 
8houId give to any man another's due ! 

M USB, leave we now the Monarch, vengeance brewing. 
To takq a peqi at what the Cooks weie doing. 

In thai snug room,-!^ the scene of shrewd remarl(. 
Whose window stares upon the saunt'rinji^ Park ; 
Where many a hungry bard, aadi^amUing linner^ 
In chop-ial'h sadness, counts the tree!i for oinner ; 
In that snug room where any man of spunk 
Would find it a hard matter to get drunk I 

* Exeter, 
f llie Larder. 

X This win he deemed fltraBge %f ttty cMoifry tttatat/lbat it it 
•evertlielesjstiva. 
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Where coy Tokay ne'er feels a cook's embraces^ 

Nor Port nor Claret show their rosy faces ; 

But where old Adam's beverage flows with pride. 

From wide-mouth'd pitchers, in a plenteous tide ; 

Where veal, pork, mutton, beef, and fowl ajid fish. 

All club their joints to make one handsome dish ; 

Where stevrpan covers serve for plates, 1 ween. 

And knives and forks and spoons are never seen ; 

Where pepper issues from a paper bag. 

And for a cruet stafnds a 'brandy cag ; 

Where Madam S_c h wje l t e n b e k g too often si ts. 

Like some old labby in her mousing fits, 

Demurelj' squinting with majestic Aidn, 

To catch some fault to carry to the Queen : 

In tliat snug room, like those immortal Greeks, 

Of whom, in book the thirteenth, Ovid speaks; 

Around ihe table, all with sulky looks. 

Like culprits doom'd to Tyburn, sat the cooks ! 

At length, with phiz that showM the man of wOes, 

The sorrowing King of spits and stewpans rose. 

Like Paul at Athens, very justly sainted. 

And hy the charming brusli .of Raphael painie<f. 

With out-SttetchM hands, and energetic grace. 

He fearless thus hso-angues the Roasting Rack ; 

Whilst gaping round, in mute attention, sit 

The pool- foirlorn disciples of the spit. 

*' Cooks, scullions, hear me ev*iy mother's son-^ 

" Kno\y that I, relish, npt this Royal fun : 

" GEo'RdE thinks us scarc*ely fit ('(is very clear) 

" To carry gut.^, my brethren, to a bear."— ^ 

^ Guts'to'a'bear !*' the Cooks, up-springing, cry'd— 

*' Gut* to a bear!'* the Major loud repl^'d. 

** Guts to the^ev*!!'* loudroar'd the Cooks ajgain. 

And toss'd theirnoses high m proud disdain : 

The plain translation of whose pointed noses 

The reader needeth not, the bard supposes; 

jg^tfif.tj^e re£|son ^me dull rirader look^ [ ^ 

'Tis this-^whatever Kings 'may think of Co&ks, > i 

Hbv»«ter crown'd heads may deem them low-born things. 

Cooks are possessed of souls s^s well as Kings. 

Yet 
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Yet there are some who think (but what a shame !) 
Poor people's souls like pence of Birmingham, 
Adulteraled brass— base stuff— abborr'cE— 
That never can pass current with the Lo a d ; 
And think, because of wealth thej boast a store. 
With ev*ry freedom they may treat the poor: 
Witness the story that my Muse, witli tears^ 
Relates, O Reader, to thy shrinking ears. 

With feeble voice and deep desponding siglis. 
With sallow cheek and pity asking eyes, 
AwRETCH, by age and poverty decay 'd. 
For farthings lately to a Na bob prayM ; 
TheNAiiOB, turkey-like, began to swell« 
And damnM the beggar to the pit of hell. 
" Oh ! Sir,*' the supplicant was heard to cry, 
{The tear of rois*ry trickling from his eye) 
*' Though Fra ui rags, and wond'rous, wondVous poor, 
" And you with gold and silver covered o'er, 
*' There won't in heav'n such difference. Sir, take plaoe^ 
'• When we before the Lo a d come face to face."— 
*' You face to face with me /" the Nabob cry'd. 
In all the insolence of upstart pride — 
•* You face to face with me, you dog, appear ! 
" I'll kick you back— dc, if I catch j^€ there."— 
Oh, shocking blasphemy ! oh ! horrid speech !— 
Where was the fellow born ?— the wicked wretch !-^ 
So black an imp would puU, I do suppose, 
A bulse of di'monds from a Begum's nose : 
Or make, like Doulah, careless of his soul, 
A new edition of the old Black Hole. 

" What's life," the Major said, " my brethren, pray, 
*' If force must snatch our first delight away ? 
*'* Relentless shall the Royal mandate drag 
" The hairs that long have grac'd this silken bag ; 
•* Hairs to a barber scarcely worth a fig, 
" Too few lo malee a foretop for a wig ? 
" Must razors vile these locks, so scanty, shave, 
" Locks that I wiili to carry to my grave; 

*' Hairs 
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** Hfak's^ look, ihy lads^ so wcnderfiilly thrn, 
«' Old ScitWEtLENBilRG hath more upon her chin ^''-^ 
, " Yes, that she halh,** exclaimed a Cook, " by God, 
" A damnM old German ^obd-fbr-notbing toad. 
** Yes, yes, her mouth with beard divinely bristles— > 
^ Curse me, Vd nXhet kiss a bunch of thistles. 
"Oh! wcrt if but his Majesty*s commands 
*« To give hei* geiitic jaw-bones to these hands ; 
** Vd shave her, like a punish VI soldier, dryf 
^' No kiHing sow shall make a sweeter cry : 
** I'd pay my compliments to Madam'xS chin ; 
•' I'd answer fbr'l I'd make the devil grin : 
'^ The tazor naost deliciously should work ; 
*' I'd trim her muzzle ; yes, I'd scrape her port r 
** I'd teach her to some purpose to behave, 
^* And shoW the witch the nature of a shave. 
^' O ! woman, woman ! whether lean or &,t, 
*♦ In 'fece an angt^ but in soul a cat 7" 

He etkted— when efdi moulh upon the stretch. 
Crowned with a loud horse- laugh the classic speech. ] 

Too soon, alas ! Resentment setz'd the houo 
And Joke* resig^'d his grinkprovoking powV. 
Rage dimm'd of MIRTH THE sv»dsn sunny skt. 
And fill'd with gloomy oaths each scowling eye ; 
Whiie Grief, returning, took her turn to reign. 
Sunk ev'ry heart, and sadden'd ev'ry mein ; 
Drew from their giddy hei|^its the feughing Grace s^— 
For much IsGrief di&pos'dto bringdown fitees. 

" Son of the spit,** the Major, strutting, cfy'd, 
" I like thy spirit, and revere thy pride; 
*^ I'd rather hear thee than a Bishop preach, 
" For thou hast made a very pretty speech. 
'' Such is the language that the Gods should hear, 
*' Add such should thunder on the Royal ear. 
'' Yet, son of dripping, though thou speek'st my notions, 
" We must not be too nimble in our motions. 
''Awhile, heroic brothers, let us halt; 
" Soft fires, the proverb tells us, make sweet malt. 

"And 
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'' And vet again I bid you stand like rodcs» 

'' And battle for the honour of your locks. 

*' Lo! in these aged hairs is all my joy ; 

*' To shave them i* my being to destroy. 

" What's life, if life has not a bliss to give ? 

** And, if unhappy, who would wish talive? 

" CoMTBNT can visit the poor spider'd roam; 

** PleasM with the coarse rush mat and birchen broom ; 

*^ Where parents, children, fea^t on oaten bf ead,. 

" With cheeks as round as apples, and as red ; 

** Where Health witli vigour nerves their backs and 

" hams, 
" Sweet souls, though ragged as young colts or rams; 
** Where calmly sleeps the parents wiUi their darlings > 
** Though nibbled by the fleas as thick as starlings ; 
** LuIlM (o their rest, beneath the coarsest rugs, 
** And dead to bilings of a thousand bugs. 

'' CoMTKllT, mild maid ! delights in nmpU things, ' 
" And envies not the state of Queens or Kings; 
" Can dine on sheep's head, or a dish of broth, 
" Without a table or a table-cloth : 
" Nor wishes, with the fashionable group, 
" To visit HoR TO N 's shop for turtle soup ; 
" Can use a bit of packthread for a jack, 
" And sit upon a chair without a back : 
" Nay, wanting knives, can with her fingers work, 
*' And use a wooden skewer for a fork 
*' Sweet maid ! who thinks not shoes of leather shocking, 
" Nor feels the horrors in a worsted stocking ; 
" Her temper mild, no huckaback can shock, 
*' Though for her lovely limbs it forms a smock. 
" PleasM with the nat'ral curls her face that shade^ 
" No graves are robbM Tor hair to form a braid : 
" Her oreast of native plumpness ne'er aspires 
** To swelling merrytkoughu of gauze and wires, 
" To look like crops of ducks (with labour borne) 
" Stretch'd by a superfluity of corn. 
" With Nature's hips, she sighs not for corit rumps, 
" And scorns the pride of phiching stays or jumps; 
Vol. L Q •' But 
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V But pleased from WhaleboAe prisons toescape, 

" She trusts ta simple nature for a shape ; 

" Without a warming-pan can go lo bed, 

" And wrap a petticoat about her head ; 

*'» Nor sigh for cobweb caps of Mechlin lace, 

"*' That shade of Quality the varnishM foce : 

*' Sweet nyfflph> like doves, she sedcs her straw-built 

*' nest, 
** And in a pair of minutes js undrest ; 
" Whilst all ihe fi$8kimable female clans, 
** Undressing, seem unloading caravans. 
" No matter from what source contentment springs ; 
^* 'Tis just the same in Cooks as 'tis in Kings ; 
" And if our souls are set upon our hair, 
*' Let snip-snap barbers— nay, let Kings, beware, 
" Nor tempt the dangerous rage of true John Butis, 
*' And clap, like fools, the ed^e-tool to our skulls. 
*' Tread on a worm, he shows his rage and pain, 
/ By turning on the wounding heel again ; 
/ Nay^ e'en mrtmmafe* appear to feel ; 
/ On the loose stone, if chance direct your heel, 
* Lo ! from its womb the sudden stream ascends, ; - 
*' To prove the foot was not among its friends ; 
*' And calling in the aid of neighbour mud, 
" O'er the fair stocking spouts the Sable flood/* 

So spoke the Major, with resentment fir'd. 
Spoke like a man 5 indeed like man inspired. 
§ome Critic cries, with sharp, fastidious look, 
** Bard, bard, this is not language tor a Cook.** — 
'* O snarler ! but Til lay thee any wager, 
" It is not too sublime for a Cook Major. ^* 

'* Behold ! to remedy our sad condition," 
The Major cry'd, " I've cook'cj up a Petition : 
** This carries weight with it, or I'm mistaken, 
** ShaH shake die Monarch's soul, ajid save our bacon.'. 
Then jumping on a barrel, thus aloud 
Me r£^ sonorous to the gaping crowd* 

Thus 
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Thus reads a pari6h-<:lerk in church a brief. 
That begs for burnt-out wretches kind relief 
Relief, alas ! that very rarely reaches 
The poor petitioners, the ruin'd wretches ; 
But (lost its way) unfortunately steers 
To fat churchwardens and fat overseers ; . . 
Improves each dish, augments the punch and ale,. 
And adds new spirits to the smutty tale. 



THE PETITION OF THE COOKS. 

•* YOUR Majesty's firm friends and faithful Cooks, 
" Who in your Palace merry liv'd as grigs, 

•* Have heard, with heavy hearts afid downcast looks,' 
** That we must alt be shav*d, and put on wigs : 

•* You, S»Ri> who with such honour wearyowr Crown,. 

^ Should never bring on ou>^$ disgraces down. 

" Dread Sir ! we really deem our heads our own, 
" With evVy sprig of hair that on them springs : 

** In France, where men iik« spaniels lick the Throne, 
•* And count it glory to be €i^d by KJLt\g$, 

^ THdr locks bekin^ unto tb^ Ormd Monar^j 

''Who swallows privileges hke a shark. 

'' Be pleas'd to pardon what we now advance | 
" We dare your Sacred Majesty assure, 

" That there's a <lif&Fence between ue and France ; 
'* And kmg, we hope, tb«d HJBTtcnee will endure. 

** We know King Lewis would, with pow^ so dreali^ 

<' Not only cut the hair off, but the hmd. 

*' Oh ! tell us, Sir, in loyalty so true, V 

** What dire designing ragamuffins said, 
'* lliat we, your Cooks, are such a nasty crew, 

" Great Sir ! as to have crawlers in our he^ I 
*' My Liege, vou can't find one through all our houie^; 
" Not if y ouM give a guinea for a lottsc, 

Q 2 ^ What 
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" Whal creature 'twas you found upon your plate, 
" We know not; if a louw;, it was not our's : ' 

" To shave each Cook's poor unoffending pate, 
" Betrays too much of arbitrary powVs ; 

*' The act humanity and justice shocks : 

" Let him wiio oatw (he crawler lose hjs lock?. 

" But grant upon your plate this louse so dread, 
" How can you say. Sir, it belongs to us f 

*' Maggots are found in many a princely head ; 
" And if a maggot, why then not a louse I 

" Nay, grant the fact j with horror should you shrink ? 

•' It could not eat your Majesty, we think.. 

" Hunger, my Liege, hath oft been felt by Kings, 

"As well as people of iriferior state ; 
" Quarrels with Cooks are therefore dangerous things ; 

" We cannot answer for your stomach's fate ; 
" For by your size, we frankly must declare, 
" You feed on more substantial stuff than air. 

** My Liege, an Universe hath been your foes j 
" The times havQ looked most miserably black ; 
*' America hath tjy*d to pull your nose ; 
" French, Dutch, and Spaniards, trtf^d to bang yo»r 
"back: 
** Twould be a serious matter, let us tell ye, 
** Were we to buccaneer it on your helly. 

** You see the spirit of your Cooks, then; Sire, 
" Delermin'd nobly to support their locks j 

'* Aftd should your guards be ordered out to fire, 
" Their guns m^y be opposed by spits and erodes : 

** Knives, forks, and spoons, may fly, with plates a store, 

** And all the thunder of the kitchen roar. 

" Nax-Garhner, Yeoman of the Mouth, declares 
** He'll join the standard of your injur'd Cooks ; 

" Each scullion, turnbroche, for redress prepares, 
*J And puts on v^x^^ formidable looks : 

"Your 



*♦ Your womcfi, too- imprim $, Mi$tr««s Dye»j 
'* Whose eggs are good as e,ver fi^K a fire : 

''NextSwe9pertgefieniIBicici.«Y» Mistrew Mary/ • 

«' With that f^v?i beU-ringer call'd Mistress Lou am ; 
" Ann Spbncer, guardian of the Necessary 5 

" That is to say, Ste heceesory woman : 
«' All these, aaHpkaie you. Sir, »o fierce, dist^rmint • 
'' To join 03 10 the caiue of kw aod v^rtnint 

^ There's Mistress SrifWA&T, Mister RiciTARD Dat* 
'* Who $nd your Sacred Majesty in Uii^# 

** Are readjr lo fUfiport us in our fray-— 

*' You can% ooncetve the pa»Men Ihey bav^ been iii} 

•' They svrear so siuch your sdieme of sbaiviog hurt*, 

«' You A%n't have pocket-handkercUefs Qf shirts " 

** The gfocfl£s;CL A R K E end Ta y«.o r ,curse,tbe scheme^ 
** And say, wbaie'er we do, the world wo'nt blame us ; 

** So C0MBRR si^s, who gives you milk and cream f- 
" And 4ui3 yiour old friend Mister Lewis Ramus: 

** We think your Sacred Majesty would mutter 

^Atloss.of sugar,. aiilk, and cream, andbiiUer. 

^ Suppose, an't |>l«a8e you, Sir; that Mislress Kn uttoh - 
** And Mistress Maishfibjld, fierce as iiger oils i 

** One Overaeer of all the beef and mutton, 
"The other, Ladjf President of sprats-^ 

•'Suppose, in opposition to your wi^h, 

^ This tqcks away the flesh, and ihai\!tai $sb ? 

*' Suppose Joiiu iCLARKBlnefiifle supfiies'of inuaiard.- 
" So necessary to your beef and bacon ?• . 

'' Will IIo4B£«ts, all the apple^pye and custard ? 
•' Your Majesty would growl, or we're mistaken. 

•* Suppose U)at Wells, to plague your stomach studying^. 

** From Sunday, aocrs^^ur, steals the pudding ? 

" Suppose that Rainsforth with our coip^ unites — 
" We mean the man who all the tallow handles 5 

** Suppose he locks up all tlie mutton lights, 
;* How could your Majesty contrive for candles ? 

Q 3. " YouU 
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*' YouM be, (excuse the freedom of remark) 
*' Like some Administrations, in the dark, 

" We dare assure you that our ^rief is great; 

* " And oft indeed our feeling it enrages, 
•* To see your Sacred Majesty beset 

*' By such a graceless gang of idle pages ; 
" And, with submission to your judgment, Sire, 
*' We think old Madam Schwbllenbek g a liar. 

*' Suppose, Great Sir, that by your cruel^, 
'* The barbers shall attack our humble hrad, 

'' And that we should not chose to breed a riot, 
" Because we mi^ht not wish to lose our bread ; 

'' Say, would the trmmph o'er «ich harmless Cook 

" MakeGsoROB the Third like Alexander look^ 

•* Dread Sir, reflect on Johnny Wilkes's &t^ 

" Supported chiefly by a pahry rabble ; 
'' Wilkes bade defiance to your frowns and state, 

" And got the better in that fiaunous sciuabbles 
•' Poor was- the victory you wish'd to win, 
" Which sat the mouth of Europe on the grin. 

** O King, our wives are in the kitdien roaring, 

" All-ready m rebellion now to rise ; 
'' They mock our humble method of imploring, 

*' And bid us guard against a ti% surprise : 
** Your's is the hair," they cry, " th' Almighty gave y«, 
" And not a King in Christendom should shave ye/^ 

'' Lo 1 on th' event the world impatient looks, 
" And thinks thejoke is carried much toofarr 

" Then, pray. Sir, listen to your fiiithful Cooks, 
" Nor in the Pidace breed a civil war : 

'' Loud roars our band, and, obstinate as pigs, 

V Cry, ' Locks and liberty, and damn tiie wiga V^. 
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Magmm Her lutenA, weddtd UnM ^Uritt virtp^ 
Nonjttvat txfadH leeim eonnajug9, Pbops&TXVS* 

Boid h th' ascent, bat Gloky nerves my pow'rs ; 
I like io^Kk itnprtcipUtf, flow'Jn* 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

A sublime, natural, elegant, and original description of 
Night — Modesty of the stars — Slumbering situation 
of their M-j-s, with a compliment to their constancy— 
The charming pRik-c esses asleep — high compliments 
bestowed on them — A prophetic suggestion of cpurt- 
ship between one of our Princesses and some great 
German Duke — An account of Mister Morpheus, 
vulgarly called the God of Sleep— his civility to the 
people in giving them pretty dreams, by way of com* 
pensation for shutting up their mouths, eyes, and ears, 
lor a dozen or fourteen hours together — The solemn 
amusement s of Si len c e — A Night picture of London— 
The Palace, a night-scene— The goodness of certain 
Court Lords to the Maids of Honour — Kind em* 
braces placed in a new light, and vindicated — More 
account of the Palace, containing a thirsty fly, a hun- 
gry cat, a starved bnll-dog, and frost-mpped crick- 
ets — An account^of Ma.dam Fame's journey to the 
Den of Madam Discord — An account of Madam 
Discord— ^An inventory of her cell — Account of her 
excursions— her pictures and music— her sudden flight 
to Buckingham House— assumes the shap of Ma* 
dam Schwellbmberc; — ^whispers his Majesty— 
The Speech to Majesty — Majesty's fine answer 
in his sleep— Discord quits Majesty— takes the 
[form of Madam Haggerdorn, and goes to the 
Major's bed-side, and whispers rebellion to hinv— 
Her speech— -The Major sits upright in his bed"— 
handles his pig-tail — The Major's most pathetic 
curses-^his sensible foliloquy on wigs— his attack on 
Kings in general, and praise of our most mcious 
King in particular — The Major strikes a light — a 
rich comparison — visits a Master Cook— Vast differ, 
ence between a battle fought in a field, and in a news, 
paper — ^The descent of the Cooks to the kitchen— A 
great and apt comparison— The Cooks 'look about for 
day-light with horror — ^The situation of their souls de- 
scribed—finely illustrated by a Great Woman's ap- 
prehensions for her fine diamond stomacher— Lord 
Egl— T-N and an old Maid— A most tender and just 
Apostrophe to the frail Fair-ones of the Town — a 
tear dropped on their unhappy condition^— their part 

tsikea 



178 THE ARGUHEffT. 

taken by the poet, and, in a great measure, vindicate4 
— ^The poet's thunder-bolt launched at a certain great 
- Limb of the Law, by way of palliation— A short, yet 
most charming reflection on the female heart, when in 
love — The Poet returns to the Cooks— -continues to 
describe their dread of day-light, by more apt compa- 
risons of hungry authors — General Conflagration— Sir 
William Chambers and the Bishop of Exeter— 
Some allusion to his Majesty's journey to Exeter- 
Extracts from a manuscript poem of a Devonshire Hu« 
mourist, one John Ploughshare— The Major. 
vainly endeavours to banish his fears by whistling and 
humming a coi/ple of tunes — The names of the un- 
successful tunes-^The Major's choice pf them only 
known to the great Author of Na^tuhb*. 
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THE 

L U S I A t)^ 

CANTO THE THIHD« 

"KTIGHT, like a widow in her weeds of woe, 

**^^ Had gravely walk'd for hours our world below : 

Hobgoblinti, spectres in her train, and cats ; 

Owls round her hooting, inixM with shrieking batfi^ 

Like wanton Cupids in tV Idalian grove. 

That flickering sport around the Queen of Love* 

Now like our QuaGty^ who darklinjj; rise, ^ 

Each star had op'd its fashionable eyes ; 

Too proud tp tnake appearance, too well bred. 

Till Sol, the vulgar ivrcUh^ had gone to bed* 

His wisdom dead to sublunary things. 
In leaden slumber snor'd the best of ***** • 
In slumber lifeless, with seraohic mien, 
Close at his back, loo, snorM his g«tf/e ***** : 
Unlike the pair of modern days, that weds. 
And, in one fortnight, bawls for diilerent beds I 

/ Blest imp ! now Mo a r h £us o'er each Princess s\ci^ 
And closed those raidant e) as that vainly roll I 
Eyes ! Love's bright stars 1 but doomM in vain to shine ; 
For, ah 1 what youth shall hay "those orbs are mine {'^ 
Then, what are eyes, alas ! the hrighuat eyes. 
Forbid to languish on a lover's sighs ! 
The pouting lip, the soft.luxuriaiit breast. 
If coldly feted never td be pressM ? 

Ahy 

% 
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Ah, vainly those like dew -clad cl terries gloifs: ; 
And this as vainly vies with Alpine i^now ! 
The breath that gives of Araby the gales. 
The voice that sounds enchantment, what avails I 
The Juno form, the purple bloom of May, 
Gifts of the Graces, all are thrown away ! 

But, possibly, some German Duke may move. 
And make a tendre of his heavy love ! 
His wide dominions--miie8» perhaps, nine or ten ; 
His Myrmidonian phalanx — fifiy men ! 
But, lo ! his heart, the fount whence honour springs^ 
Swelled with the richest blood of ancient kings ! 
He comes ! not for high birth, his own before ! 
Great Duke ! becomes to woo our golden ore. 
And add ( how truly happy Britain's fate! ) 
Another leech to suck the sanguine state ; 
To join (composing what a goodly row !) 
The Place-broker, old Sen g and Co. 

Now Morpheus ( in compassion to mankind. 
Made, by his magic, deaf, and dumb, and blind ) 
Amus'd with dreams man's ambulating soul. 
To recompence him for the time he stole ; 
Bade the beau dance, his Delia melt away. 
Who box'd his ears so cruel through the day ; 
Of ancient damsels easM the lovesick ^ains. 
Brought back lost charms, and filPd their laps with swains ; 
Gave placid cuckoldora a constant dame ; 
To brainless authors, bread and cheese and feme; 
Made driveling Monarchs schemes of wisdom plan^ 
And Nature's rankest coward kill his man ; 
Gave to the chapfaU'n courtier wealth and pow'r. 
Who felt no favour at the levee hour. 
Though tip-toe*d, hawk-like, watchful all the whilc^ 
To seize the feintest glimpse of Royal smile; 
Bade happy Aldermen assume new airs, 
Be^chainM with all the splendor of Lord May'rs ; 
And bade them too ( without a groat to pay ) 
Re-gobble all the turtle of the day: ' 

Bade 
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Bade Gl r think his might could match a mouse. 

And Chambers fancy he could build a house; 
And Lady Mount, th' antipodes of Grace, 
Think that she does fiot fnghten with her face. 

Now Silence in the country stalk'd the dews. 
As if she wore a flannel pair of shoes. 
Lone listening as the Poets well remark. 
To falling mill-streams, and the mastiffs bark; 
To loves of wide-mouth'd cats, most mournful tales; 
To hoot of owls amid the dusky vales. 
To hum of beetles, and the bull-frog's snore. 
The spectre's shriek, and ocean's drowzy roar. 
LuH'd was each street of London to repose. 
Save where it echo'd to a Watchman's nose; 
Or where a Watchman, with ear-piefcing rattle, 
Kous'd his brave brothers from each box to battle; 
To faU upon the Cynthias of the night. 
Sweet Nymphs ! whose sole profession is Delight I 
Thuii the gaunt wolves the tender Iambs pursue* 
And hawks, in blood of doves, their beaks embrue ! 
Thus on the flies of evening nish the bats. 
And mastiffs sally on the am'rous cats ! 

Still was the Palace, save where now and then 
The tell-tale feet of love-designing men, 
Night-wand'ring Lords, soft patting on tl\e dour. 
Of Maids of Honour sought ihe chamber door; 
Obliging door ! that, op'ning to the tap, 
Admilted Lo/ds to take a social nap. 
And chase most kindly from each timid maid' 
The ghosts that frightful haunt the midnight shade : 
For very horrid 'tis, we all must own. 
For poor defenceless Nymphs to lie alone ; 
Since nights are often doleful dark, and drear. 
And fai«e in gentle breasts a world of fear. 
Nay, were not Lords ordain'd for Ladies' charms; 
To guard from perils dire, and dread alarms? \ 

Yes ! and like lock'd up gems those charms to keep. 
Amidst the spectred solitude of sleep. 

Vol. L R , How 
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How Wicked then to fly in Nature's face. 
And deal damnation on a kind embrace ' 
Pardon, ye grave Divines, this df)Ctrioe strange. 
Who think my morals may have got theman^e. 
Still was ihe Palace, save where some poor fly. 
With thirst just ready to drop down and die, 
Buzz'd faint petition* to his Maker's ear. 
To show him one small drop of dead small beer; 
Save where the cat, for mice, so hungry, watching. 
Swore tlie lean animal Si were scarce worth catching ; 
Save were the dog so gaunt, in grumbliiSg tone. 
By dreams deKided, foouth'd a mutton bone;. 
Save where, with throats to sounds of horror strained. 
Crickets of coughs and rhuematisnas complained. 
Lamenting sore, amid a Royal hold, 
♦' How hard that crickets should be kill'd by cold I*' 

Now Fame to DiscoRD^s dreary mansicmflew^ 
To tell the Beldame more tlian all she knew* 
Who, at the DeviPs table, for her work. 
For ever welcome finds a knife and fork : 
Di scoR D , a sleepless hag, who never dies^ 
With snipe like nose, and ferretiglowing eyes,.i 
> Lean, sallow cheeks, lopg chin, with beard supply'd. 
Poor crackling joints, and withered parchment hide. 
As if old^drums, worn out with martial din. 
Had clubbM their yellow heads to form her skin ; 
Discord, who, pleas'd a universe to sway. 
Is never half 'so bless'd as in a fray: 
Discord, to deeds, indeed, most daring giv*n. 
Who bade vile Satan raise a dust in Hoiv'n ; 
Slirr'd up the sweetest angels to rebel, 
And sunk the fairest forms to darkest Hell; 
Bade, by her din the humblest ?;pirits rise. 
Bold to dethrone the Monarch of the Skies; 
For which they very properly were sent. 
Unhappy Legions! into banishment; 
Doom'd for such most abominable sinning. 
To broil on charcoal with eternal grinning, , 

Discord, 
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- Discord, who whisper'd to the jeabus Cain, 
" Go ci»ack thy brother's box that holds his brain;" 
Which Cain performM, in godlhu-Ns unstable. 
That foe to piety and brother Abe! ; 

Discord, who haunts poor G 's maudlin Dame, 

And makes the Duke of wisdom cr)iout " Sliarael" 

Who, after dinner, for her honours scream-!. 

And grasp«i a British crown in drunken dreams; 

Then roars as though (what richly she deserves) 

The D-ke had clapp'd a broomstick to her nerves: 

Discord, who also oflen doth profane 

The goodly streets and courts of Drury-lane; 

Where bawd meets bawd, blaspheming, swearing, drunk. 

Pimp knocks down pimp, and punk abuses punk: 

Discord, delighting in the wordy war. 

The pillar of tlve Senate and the Bar ; 

Discord, who makes a ***♦ delight in ode. 

Slight* Square of Hanover kir Tottenham Road; 

Where with the taste sublime of Goth and Vandal, 

He orders lh€ worst works of heavy Handel; 

f Encores himself, till all the audience gape. 

And suffers not a quaver to Escape: 

Discord, all eye, ail mouth, all car, all nose. 

For ever- warring with a world^s repose ! 

When Fame arriv'd, .the shaving tale to tell, 
Pleas*d was the red-ey'd Fury in her cell. 
Where scorpions craw I'd, where screech'd that lioisy 

fowl, 
Known in Great Britain by the name of Owl ; 
Bats. shriekM, and grillatalpas joined the sound. 
Cats squalPd, pigs whin'd, and adders hiss'd around. 

Close to the restless wave her mansion lay. 
Receding from the beam of cheerful day: 

• Gallitii's Rooms are in this Square, in which is performed 
the celebrated Professional Concert. 

t Th'is was a most ludicrous circumstance that happened not 
.long since, when his *♦**♦ and the Orchestra were left to 
themselves and Ood save Uie Kitig, 

R 2 Hence 
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Hence on black wing the Hag was wont to roam» 
Aud join thewitches 'mid the stormy gloom;' 
Howl with delight amid the thunder's roar; 
Hang o'er the wrecks that crowd the billowy shore; 
See 'midst each flash, the heads oF seamen rise. 
And drink with greedy ears their drowning cries. 
Around her dwelling various portraits hung. 
Of those whose noisy names in hist'ry rung. 
Here, witlj spread arms, whom Grace and Fury fill, 
Thund'ring damnation, star'd Stentorian Hill: 
There curs'd. Sir Joseph Banks, in quest of fame. 
At finding fleas and lobsters not the same. 
Here a prime fav'rite, of a sainted ban^. 
Hell in his heart, and torches in his hand ; 
Lord George, by mobs, huzza'd,and, what is odd. 
Burning poor Papists for the love of God ; 
Pleas'd as old Nero on each falling dome. 
Sublimely fiddling to the flames of Rome! 
There, in respect to Kings, not over nice. 
That Revolution-sinner — Doctor Prfce; 
Whose labours, in a most uncourtly stile. 
Win not like gentle Burk e's, the royal smile; 
Gain not from good Divines both praise and thanks, 
CallM, by the wicked, " Gospel Mountebanks, 
'• Mere Quack pretenders from their lofty station/ 
'* Puffing off idle nostrtmis of Salvation ; 
" Who, where the milk and honey flows, resort, 
•' Like rooks in corn fields, black'ning alllhe Courts" 
Here, leading all her bears so savage forth. 
Wild rag'd the Amazonian of the North, 
.With Ruin leagu'd, t' attack the Turkish hive. 
And leave not half a Mussulman alive : 
There storm'd a Vixen, far and near renewn'd 
For sweetness, nicekness, piety profound; 
Her Sons abusing (in abuses old,) 
With all the fury of a German scold ! 
These, with some scores were seen of equal fame, 
Ihanks to a lonely taper's livid flame! 
The form of Madam Schwellen berg she took. 
Her broken English, garb, and sin-like look ; 

Then 
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Then sought the Palace, and the Royal ear. 

And whisperM thus, " Mine God, Ser, nebber fear— 

*' Ohj please you Majesty, you ver ver right: 

*' Shave all de rascal," if but out of spile. 

" Lord! Lord! how vill a mighty Monarch look, 

*' Not able, O mine God I for ^have a cook ! 

*' Dat like a king, I say, what can't do dat? 

*' Mine God ! pray haf more spirit dan a cat. 

*' Ser, in mine court, de prince be great as king— 

*' He scorn to ax one word about' a ting. 

*' Mine God I de cook muss nebber dare make groan, 

" Nor dare to tell a Prince der soul dcr own: 

" Tis de dam Englisonfy, dat cdn say, 

*' ' Boh! fig for king ! by God ill haf my way.* 

^' I haf see court enough — a Prince and Dook, 
*' But nebber vish on such a dis to look : 
" I say ver offen to myself — Gorxte God ! 
'* I nebber vish a crown mine liead for load ! 
'* I do not vish myself more greater efils : 
** A King of Englis be a King of defils. 
** To punishment de lousy rascal bring, 
*' And show dera all vat 'tis for be a King. 
*' America haf cover us vid shame ; 
'* Jack Wffkes, too, be a dam, dam ugHsh name ; 
*' And sal de paltry Cook be conqueror too? — 
*' No, Gi)d forbid I as dat vill nebber do. 
** De hair must fall before your royal eye, 
*' 'Tis something, fags! to triumph 'pon poor fly."— 
Pleas'd with her voice, the King of Nations srail'd. 
For Pow'r with Monarchs is a fav'rite child : 
*' What! what!' not shave 'em, shave 'em, shave 'em, 

" shave 'em ? 
" Not all the world, not all the world shall save 'em. 
•* I'll sheer 'em, sheer 'em, as I sheer my shcrp."— 
Thus spoke the mighty Monarch in his sleep : 
Which proves that Kings in sleep a speech may make^ 
Equal to what they utter broad vs^kc, ' 



R3' Charm'd, 
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CharmM with the mischief full on Fancy's viewv ' . 
Quick to the Major's room the Fury flew : 
Put off the form of Schwellenbehg, and took 
Of Madam H agger dob k the milder look: 
A woman, in whose soul no guile is seen. 
The Mistress of the Robes to our good Queen — 
A Queen, who really has not got her peer ; 
A Queen, to this our kingdom wondrous (/ear; 
Which shows, however folks are apt to sport. 
That all the virtues may be found at court. 
Now, in the Major^s ear the Beldame said, 
*' Yan DixON — Yan, you must not,^ man, be afraid. 
" I like mush your peteelion to de King, 
*' Though George will swear 'tis dam, dam saucy lingj 
'* And swear, dal a* his soul is to be save, 
'* Dat ebbry von of you sal all be shave : 
" Yan Dixon, rader your dear life lay down, 
" Dan be de laugh (mine Gote !) of all de towm 
" De ver, ver, Httel boy, an girl you meet, 
** Vill point and laugh aiul h(X)t you trow de street. 
•' De sam^ (mine Gote I) vill chimney-sweep behave^ 
•' And cry, ' Dere go de blockhead dat was shaven' 
•' ' Dere go vou poor shave fellow !' cry deTrull^ 
" * Because he had de louse upon his scull.* 
" I k;now he say,, dat you sal louse your lock,. 
*' Before to-morrow mornin twaUie o'clock. 
'* I tink dere may be baUel— ^nebber mind, 
*' { hope dat Godamighty will be kind. 
*' What if de King make noise about de house> 
" For noting but dis dam confounded louse ; 
•* He be hut von, you know ; and den for you,. 
*' Mine Gote ! Yan Dixon, you is fifty two: 
•' Tink, Yan, how Ceorge was frighten by de moby 
" When Lord George Gordon make dat burnj« job. 
•* JMkie Gote I Yan, mind me, rader lose dy place, 
" Dan sufl^er such dam nasty dam. disgrace, 
" I tell you true, indeed, vec true, dear Yan,. 
" His Majesty be. ver goot sort of man j / 

*' But ver ver like indeed as oder men, 
^ Daiisjt a- Leetel stubborn now an den. 

" Tink^ 



T0B I.OUSIAD. CAKTO XXi; 187 

" Tink, Yan, ofdat ver Ugly ling, a wig, 
" For pot-boy and de pot«girI run der rig ! 
' ' Boh ! fillhy ling, enough de deffil scare ; 
*' And made'perhap of dismal dead man's hair ! 
•' I sal not wonder if, dy soul for shock, 
" A ghost come seize upon der stolen lock. 
" No, fags ! nor vonders if dey come an pull 
•' De vig vid mush, mush fury from dy sculJ. 
" 'Pon sonie poor strumpet head perhap dat growM, 
" Dat die of dam dissorder, nasty toad I** — 
Thus saying, lo ! the Fury made retreat. 
And left the Lord of Saucepans in a sweat. 
Just like King Richard in his tent, John rearM, 
And verily a man of woes appeared. 
Now handling his small pig-tail/ " Now you're here/* 
ExclaimM the Major, " but not long, I fear ; 
" Perhaps some good may follow this same dream,- 
" And resolution mar this shaving scheme. 
" Curs'd be the Louse that so much mischief bred> 
" And yields to barber's boys the harmless head : 
*' Curs'd be the razor^maker, curs'd the prig 
" Who thought upon that greasy thing — a wig. 
*' Sure, 'twas so^ne mangy beast, some scabby rogue^ 
*' Who brought a thing so filthy into vogue t 
" Had Nature meant the scare-crow to be worn, 
*^ Infants with wigs had certainly been born. 
*' But, lo! with little hairi and that uncurPd, 
" But not with wigs, they come into the world ! 
*' What shame, that sheep, that horses, cows, and buUs^ 
'' Should club their tails, to furnish Christian scuUs L 
" But what a sacrilegious shame, the dead 
*' Can't keep, poor souls, their locks upon theif head ! 
" What shame, the spectres, in the midnight air, 
" Should wander, screaming, for their plundef'd hair ! 
-Curs'd be the shaving plan, I say again, 
"^Although the bantling of a Royal brain 1'* 

Thus curs'd the Ma jor to Night's Iisfiiing ear. 
Enough to turn a Christian pale to bear ! 

• Thus, 
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Thus, heedless of hereafter, for a pin 

Will raen and women run their souls in sin ! 

Now paus'd the Major, with a thoughtful air ! 

And now soliloquy'd with solemn stare; 

*' Drunjt with dominion, gorg'd wi4h vicious thoughts^ 

*' With Folly teeming, doz*d oy Flattery's draughts, 

*' Taught to admire their very maudlin dreams, 

"And think their brains' dull mudpools^ WisooM** 

*' streams, 
*' Too many a monarch lives ; but, lo ! not ours L 
"A King, who Wisdom's very self dev6urs; 
"Snaps at arts, sciences, where'er tiiey rise,. 
•' With all the fire of boys at butterflies. 
*' Such cannot siirely own a little heart ; 
*' Therefore our locks and we inay never part/* 
Now, from a stool, a tinder-box he took. 
And fiercely with the stone the steel he struck $ 
And, after many unsuccessful shocks. 
The sparks inflam'd the tinder in the box ; 
Which, by a match which John did sagely handfe,. 
Gav^ sudden lustre to a farthing candle. 
Thus, if small things with great we may compare,. 
We see hard pedagogues, with furious air, . 
Strike with the fist, and often with a stick,. 
Xight through a scholar^is scull, ten inches thick. 

Now, fuUilKiminated,. Dixon stole, . 
Where lay a Master-cook within his hole : 
trom whence, to all th' inferior Cooks they vret^ty 
Inclined to Opposiiion's big intent ; 
But, not so fierce, alas ! for opposition,\ 
^s in the threatening, bullying Petition ; ' 

yor men (K is reported) dash and vapour. 
Less on the field of battle, than ©n paper. 
Thus, in the hist'ry of each dire campaign^ 
More carnage bads the news-paper than plain-. 
And now the Cooks and Scullions left each nest f 
Arid now, behold, ihey one and all were drest.. 

' Lot 
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Lo! sullen to the kitchen mov'd the throng. 
Gloom on each e^^e, and silence on each tongue ; 
How much like crape-clad mourners round a bier ; 
But, ah ! imprcss'd wish sorrow more sincere; 
For oft, at tombs, with joy the Bosom burns- 
There, *tis the sable black alone that mourns. 
Now making, with a few dry chips, a fire. 
They sullen sat, their grief commixM with ire ; 
Sad mminaling all around the flame. 
Like Harry and his band, of deathless namei, 
Near Agincourt, expectant of the da^'. 
Big with the horrors of a bloody fray ; 
A fray that threaienM his poor little band. 
To sweep it, just like spiders, to that land 
Terra incognita yclepM, which stretches ; 
Afar— of which, imperfect are our sketches ; 
Since all who have survey'd this distant bourn. 
So welcomed, were not suffered to return. 
Thus did the Cooks expect the fatal morn. 
When, sheep-like, every head was to be sBorn. 

Now to the whitening east they cast their sight. 
And wish'd, but vainly, an eternal night : 
Not with less pleasure stares upon the day. 
The wretch condemnM hard Nature's debt to pay;. 
CondemnM ere noon to act a deed abhorr'd : 
To stretch, fir justice' sake, the fatal cord : 
Not with less pleasure shrunk (unknown to shame,) 
A meat, drink, snuff, and diamond loving Dame, 
When told, " That if poor Hastings went to pi)t, 
'* Away went pearls, and jewels, and what not, 
" Torn from the stomacher so fine, yet foul, 
" Which Av'rice thirsted for, and Rapine stole:** 
Not with less pleasure, in the vale of life. 
Poor Egl-n-t-n beheld a youthful wife, 
(Forc'd, on a bed of ice, sweet flow'r, to bloom ; 
Ah ! forc'd to shine, a sun-beam on a tomb) 
That blooming youthful wife, inclined to stray. 
With Ham-xton, all in a billing way : 

Just 
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Just like two turtles, or a pair of Iambs, 
Or ewes so playful with the frisky rams : 

Not with less glee an old and hopeless maid 
Surveys the sun ascending from tl>e shade ; 
A sun^ that gives a younger sister's charms. 
So hated, to a bridegroom's happy arms : 
Not with less joy, that Paging chaste old maid 
Sees the frail fair ones in the Cyprian trade. 
Escape the whip and gaol, and hemp beside. 
By means o^ gentle MisifcR Justice Hyde. 
Sweet wrecks of beauty ! though, with aspic e'>'e. 
And glance disdainful, Prudery pass them by, 
With mincing step, and squinting cautious drc^d. 
As though their looks alone contagion shed. 
/ view each pallid wretch with grief sincere. 
And call on Pi;rY for her tend'rcst tear ; 
See, on their cheeks, the blush of Virtue burn ; ' 
Hear from their souls the sigh of ruin mourn; 
View, veird in Horror's gloom, their swimming eje9> 
Beaming with hopeless wishes to the skies. 
Like the pale Moron's dim solitary form, 
"WrappM in the darkness of the midnight storm. 
Too oft, by Treach'ryV winning smile betray*d^ 
Too fondly trusting, falls the simple maid ! 
Too many a Th-t-l— e walks the world of woe, 
. To foul of Innocence the sacred snow I 
To love,, yet nurse the thought of villain art. 
How hard a lesson for the partial heart 1 
Too hard a lesson for the female soul, / 

Where Love no partner o\^ ns, and scorns control^. 

Not with less pleasure doth a Poet look 
On cruel criticism^ which damns his book. 
Or recommends it to that peaceful shore. 
Where books and bards are never heard of more. 
Than lookM each man, with lengtlien'd boding beard. 
On that sad morn, which doom'd them to be shear*d ; 
Not with less pleasure, likewise, let me say, 
A hungry author sees his dying play j 

Child 
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Child of his dotage, who surveys its fall. 

Just as mankind shall view the tumbling Ball, 

When sun, moon, stars, and all the distant spheres^ 

BwTst in one general wreck about their ears. 

Not with less pleasure did *-Scr William's, eye 

See Somerset's bold wing desert its sky ; • 

A fall, at which the,Nation*s purse exclaims. 

That thund'rm^ crush'd the back of roaring Thames: 

Not with less pleasure did Sir William's ear, 

A second crash of this fam'd fabric hear ; ^ 

When poor Sir Josh u a, with his painting band. 

Swore the dread day oF judgment just at hand. 

Not with less glee, tenacious of his dross, 

Ross t started— Reader ! not the Man of Ross— 

When 

*This gentleman still retains the place of Compti:olIei; of the Board 
of Workji, to the Kingdom's suri)rise; but demerit in Building:, as 
well as in Painting, is a sufficient recommendation to a certain spe- 
ties of Patrons^ particularly if the Professors are despised by the 
people at large, ft is the money of this nation that is soue^ht for, 
not the merit The circumstance of being a foreigner too, (for this 
same Sir Williana Chambers is a Swede) carries with it another 
strong claim to favouritism. 

f The present Bishop of Exeter, who, when his Mtgesfy visited 
that ancient City lately, most haruisameb/ excused hinself the ho- 
nour of entertaining his Royal Master^ by biHetting him upon Dean 
BuUer. The following lines, extracted from a manuscript per- 
fbrniance of one John Ploughshare, called The Royal Progress^ we 
think, will elucidate this part of our Epic, and not be unaccept- 
able to our readers. 

' In comm'd the King at laste to town, 
.' With doust and sweat az nutmeg biroWn, • 
' The bosses all iu smoke ; 

* Huzzain?:, trumpeting, and ringing, 

* Red colours vieeing, roaring, drinking, * 

' Zo mad zeem'd all de voke. 

* Wiping his zweaty jaws and poH 

* All over doust we spied 'Squire Rolle^ . ' ^ 

* Close by the King's copch ti^atthi ; 

• Now shoving in the coach his head, 

• Meaning (we thoft) it might be zed, 

" 'Squire Rolle and Qeorge be chattin," 

•Now 
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When Ma J EST V, to rest his royal head, 
Ask'cl vi' the Church's mitred Son a bed j 



« Now went the Aldermen and MayV, 

' Zome with cut wigs, and zome with hair^ 

* The Royal voice to ken ; 

• When Meastcr MayV, upon my word, 
« Pok'd to the King a gert long swoi-d, 

^ * Which he pokM back agen. 

« Now thoose that round his Worship stood, 

• Declared it clumsily was dood ; 

* Yet Squirt, the people zay, 

• Brandished a gert hoss glyster-pipe^ 

• To make an in bis lesson ripe, 

< That took up half a day. 

• Now down droo Vore-street did they com, 

• Zum hallowin, and screeching, zum : 

* Now tmdg*d they to the Dean's ; 

• Beeaze tho Bishop zent mun word, 
** A could not meat and drink avord, 

** A had not got the means.'' 

• A zed, that, " az vorhe, poor man, 
■* A had not got a pot or pan, 

" Nor «poon, nor knife, nor vork ; 
•' That he was weak, and ould, and squeal, " 
•* And seldom made a bearty meal, 

" And zeldom drade a cork." 

' Indeed, a is a moderate man, 

• And zo be all the clargj' clan, 

* That with un come to chatter ; 

• Who, when they're ax*d to a glass of wine, 

• To one the wotber they tip the sign, 

* And beg my Lord's fine water. 

• Then az vor rooms — why, there agen, 
** A could not lodge a cock, nor hen, • 

" They were zo small," he zed j 
** And, as vor beds, they wudn't do, 
** h^ number about one or two, 

" Vur ielC and Joan the maid. 



Poor 
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^rpt Man ! who ptaring, like his Sovtniga, poor, 
p^gM him to knock at good Dkaw EutLSR^s door | 
juULLEUt, whoieok his wandVrng master in, 
And stufPd with corn and oil his scrip and skin ; 
For which (on gratitude so wont to aote) 
TheMonan^gaveaTuMBLB&-«»-worth a groat! 
O glorious act ! an act how seldom seen ! 
O what a day of gladness for the Dean i 
A xift, so rare, so noble, so sublirae, 
Wm stupefy the sons of distant time. 
Thi^, let the Bullbr family record ; 
This brittle treasure let the Bullb&s hoards 
Yet show, exulting, upon gala days. 
To bid some favoured Guest admire and praise* 
Now did the Major hum a tune so sad ! 
Chromattc*-in the robes of sorrow clad : 
But, io ! the ballad could not fear controuf. 
Nor exorcise the Barbers from his soul : 
And now his Kfled eyes the ceiling sought; 
And now he Whistled — not for want ofthoughl. 



<« Irt Yoolish thini^s, 3 wounrfnH he-cort { 
" 'Twas ttoopid to treat vokes for n^rt :«m 

" No; twazn't hcese desire. 
** Preferment, too, waz to an ccnd; 
*• The Kiog would never more vor*n zcnd, 

** To lift un one peg higher. 

" And yet'Tokes cay's a maa o* sense, 
*< Honest aad|[ocid-<*biH hiMirdth kU peoc^^ 

<** Can't ^eartwith drink nor meat : 
•« Anchthtnrwhy rore T'— the peepelrail:— . 
**^ To greaze a vat ouldpig in the tail-^ 

** Ould Weymomh o' Long Lcat." 

* WeU> to the Dcan't> bounce in ih^yweat, 
'A »d all the day in manchin &pe^t, 

* And guzlin, too, no doubt; 

* And, while the Gentry drink 'dW/Atw, 
' The Mob, wit4) brandy, ale and giny 

' Qq^ fpariog 4ra^ w^^Hi*'^ 
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A ipoitrnful^air the whilstling Major cho«e : 

Slil( on his roHing eye the rasors rose. : - 

From grave to sprightl)' now he chang'd — a jig. — 

Still o'er his haunted fancy wavM the wig; 

Slill saw his eye alarmM, the''' Scratch al>horr*d. 

Like Wild Mackbeth\s, the visionary sword. — 

Thus, from what Kings, alas ! may fancy fun. 

His loving subjects may be ghid to run: 

Thus, when Saint Swithen trom his fountain pours^ 

(Saint Swithen, tutelary Saint of showVs) 

Beaux skip, belles scflmper, fly the cocks-arid hens, . 

With droopjilg plumage, to the sheltering pens; 

While lo! the waddling ducks Te Detmi utter. 

Flap their glad wings, and gabble through the gutter. 

Sing, Muse ! or, lo ! our Canto not complete. 
What air he huoim^d, and whistled all so sweet. -' 
Homer, of e>)'ry thing minutely -speaks. 
From Heaven's ambrosia, to a camp's beef-steaks: 
Then l|jt us< Muse, aHopt a march sublime. i ^ 

And try to rival Homer with our rhime; * 

Who, had a nit, in Juno's tresses bred, 
Dropp'd on dtvane Mi n e r v a's- wiser liead ; 
Or CooK-^ike Flea, exploring some new track, 
Hopp'd from thedouds to Ac a m em n on 's Ijack ; 
The Bard had J^ung the fall in Verse divine, ,', 
And Critics heard, the sound along the line. 
Jove call'd his Juno only saucy hitch; 
The Poet thought it would ilisrsoiTg enrich': '- ' 
Jove, too, just threaten'd, withr some birchen- r6ds. 
To whip her publicly before. theGodsJ ' * , 
The Bard (though but a flogging-bout at most). 
Deem 'd i t i ndeed too sacred, to be lost ; 
Jove call'd his daughter only bitch and fool, 
(Poor Pallas, treated like a giri af <Jchdol}, - 
Threatened to ham string her six favej-ite nags, *' 
And tear her bran-new Phaeton to rags; 

• A small wig, or rather an-apolbgy for a- wig, so called, and 
generally worn by;r,./r most amiable and august Monarch* 

' . . . • The 
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'fhe Bar D> who never wrote an idle word. 

Bade his bold verse, the God's bold speech record : 

And had the Thund'uer but broke wind, the song. 

Had, inaitative, born the blast along.-*-- 

Then be it known to all the world around. 

To folks above, and people under ground. 

To fish and fowl, and every creeping thing — 

lAlHbullero, and God save the King, 

Were aclually the very airs he chose ! 

But wherel'ore — Goo Almighty only knows! 
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THE' A1<JUMENT» 



M<rfcNtvm 9!tid Mjijvsrt get out fft ltd togetlier-*^ 
mdst solemn and pathetic address to the Muse, withne^ 
sptect t^^Mmrr-- A serious complaint against the Omens, 
for their nonappearance on so imtitrtani an occasion— * 
The wires and daughters of the Cooks seek the Palace, 
to encourage theirhusbands — A beautiful comparison of 
cocks and hens—- The dismay of the Cookfr— The na. 
tural history of eyes-MisTER R am usenters the kitchen 
—Mister Ramus is praised for dexterity in shaving 
MAjESTY-r-Mi$TER Ramus's consequcncc with Ma- 
jesty superior to that of treat Minsters— Mister 
R a M u s' 8 namfypamfy named Bilfyf given by Majesty 
— T4ie dread occasioned by Mister Ramu»*s appear* 
ance amongst the Cooks — ^MisterSecksr, Clerk of 
the Kitchen, enters in a passion — Mister Seckbr 
threatens tremendously. — A tvi/e of one of the Cooks 
fiobly answers Mister Sbckbr, and vows opposition^— 
Mister Secker replies with astonishment, vocifera* 
tion^and threat— The HEROiNE*srejoindertoMfiSTBR. 
Ramus, with much sarcasm-MisTBRSECKBRgroweth 
very worth — studieth revenge — Prudence appeareth 
toiiim, and administereth great and wholesome advice 
•—Prudence becalmeth the Clerk of the Kitchen— A 
second Heroine appeareth, speechifieth, and threaten, 
eth — slily alludeth to the immense wealth of maie Ma- 

* 3 e STY, and the heaps of diamonds belonging to femaU 
Majesty — praiseth her husbaad^s cleanliness, andde- 
niethalouse^xistenceinhis head^ and squintethat Mis- 
VERSscKERas the probable owner of the animal-— M i s* 
TER Secker raee^h a second time — One of the finest 
comparisons in the world, between Mister Secker ia 
a passion, and a Lbg op Mutton and Tvrnifs in the 
pot— The Poet pauseth, moralizeth, and trembleth at 
that Devil, lately introduced to the world, called Eqy a. 
lit Y, the enemy of Majesty — Some of the sweetest 
lines in the world on the occasion— rPRU den ce re-en- 
tereth to becalm Mister 3eckei^, by clapping her 
hand on his mouth — An inexpressible apt bottle.of- 
amall-beer comparison— The Cook Major rises in 

wratby 



wrath, and is very satirical on Misf en-SeCKEl^— The- 
Clerkofthe Ki'tc hew replies with intrepidity— ~ A 
^eat deal of g99d Company rushes into the kitcheiv-^ 
Mister Sf CK^R.comfTian4s silcqi<;Q^j^nd*aBQOunc€| th» * 
Wilt of his Siovercign-^The Sovereign eloquently an-. . 
liounceth also his own will — A /xu^^/and subUifi^con 
psrisdnj e^ual ta any things in Ho kur^ 
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VfTITH beauteous LA]iaii.T's blush and' RvsflBi.^« 

^^ sfnileti> 
Aurora pee p'd upon the iirti of I$l«f ; 
And lo, ^UtiAMiigiflosk, aiwl wbMling hird. 
Uprose ihe Sun« and uprose G. the tbisld. 
Who ]ef( hfcs Qu^eii /so charming, and bar room. 
To talk of. heufidt and. horses wilh ihe Groom. 
Say, Mv sb, what !l aot ear cloud: wkh lowViag leofc^ 
To gloom, cbmpasMODOn the heads of Cooks ? 
What ^ not one solitary omen sent ; 
!Not one small srgn» to tell the gf eat evoiA } 
On Cav^^s danger^ deuds of ev'ry shape 
Huog on the firmamoil their dtsmal crafier; 
At7Rora wept, poor girl, with sorrow big; 
And Pqtaakjs rose wjthoui his golden wig ! 
But now the skies thek usual manners bst^ 
The sun anc^moon, and all the starry host ! 
No rareoat the window flapped hrs wings. 
And croak'd portentous to the Cooks of Kings ; 
No horses neigh'd, no bullocks reared so stout ; 
No sbttep", Hke she^ bet-deviUM, ran* about; 
, No lightnings fksh'dv no thunder deigned to growl; 
No walls re*ccboed to the mournful owl ; 
No jackass bra^datfiright( ne ghost '^gan waif; 
No comet threaten'd empires with his tail ; 

* No 
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No witches, wildly screaming, rode the broom; 
No pewter platters danc'd about the room. 
Thus unregarded droop'd eacK menac'd head. 
As though the omens all were really dead; 
As unregarded (what a horrid slur !) ^ 
As though the Monarch pieant {.() shayealcur I 

Now to the kitchen of the Palace came 
Full many a damsel sweet, and daring dame. 
The wives and daughters of those Cooks forlorn 
Whose luckless heads were threaten'd to be shorn : 
Ire in each eye, and vengeance in each hand. 
To cheer their husbaiuls, poiirVl the bosistfal band ! 
Thus, when the ancient Britons rush'd to baltle,. 
Their wives intrepid join'd the general rattle; 
Encouraging their husbands^ in' the fray, 
For fear some pale nosM rogues might run. away t 
O glorious act! repelling coward fear.— 
Thus cocks «fight bravest when the hepaere neat^. 

Now.on the band of Ladies stared the eooks^ 
And seemM to shew hair-ruin in their lookis.. 
Great. is the eloquence of eyes indeed— ^ 
Much history in those tell-tale orbs we read ! 
What though no bigger than a button hole. 
Yet what a wondrous window to the soul I 
The bosom's joy, and grieO and hope, and fear^ 
In lively colours are depleted here! 

Now to the cfowddd kitchen Ramus springs^ 
Ramus, call 'd,BilL.Y by^ the best of Kings ; 
Who much of .razors and of soap.suds knows. 
Well skilPd to take Great C:^s.Aa by the nose : 
Much by, bis Sovereign lov^d; a trusty Page, 
Who ofien puts great Statesman in a rage ; 
Poor LoK Ds ! compelled against their will to wait,. 
Though, ass-Uke laded with aftairs of Stat'^, . 
Till t*age and Monarch finish deep disputes 
On buckskin breeches or a pair of boots! 



Milly^ 
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Billy, a pretiy name of love, so sweet. 
Familiar, easy, for affection meet ! 
Thus formal Patrick is transformM to Paddy; 
And FfUhcr by tlie children christen 'd Daddy: 
And Oliveh, who could e'en A'^'ii^j controul. 
By many a thousand is baptizM Old Noll. 

Speak, Reader, didst thou ever see a ghost? 
If so — tliou stoodest staring, like a post: 
Thus did the cooks on Billy Ramus stare. 
Whose frightful presence pore ipin'd each hair. 
Nowenter'd* SECKEK--and now thus he spoke:— 
" This Louse affair's a Very pretty joke !-— 
" Arn't you asham'd of it, you dirty dogs— 
'* Zounds! have you all been sleeping with the hogs? 
" But mind — you'll be, to all your great delight, 
" Bald as so many coots before 'lis night. 
" No murmurs, gentlemen — 'tis all in vain : 
" When Monarch s order, who shall dare complain ?** 
Now from the female Bnnd, a Heroine rav'd, 
*' G-d d:urse ftie, if my h i<;bian(l shall he shav'd ! 
" You shan't, you shan't the fellow's head disgrace; 
" I say the man shall sooner lose his place, 
" JVigs, like tlie very devil, I loatli, I hate — 
" Aftd curse me, if a ni^hcap. hug- hh pile." 
" How] Impudence I" the wrathful Skker cry'd. 
With "horror staring, and a mouth yard-wude — 
" Where, vyhere's my stick, my caiie, my whip, my 

switch? 
" Who taught rebellion ty'e, you saucy b--?" — 
" Myself/' vvith* hands akembow, cry'd the Dame: 
" I tell ye. Mister Secker, 'tis a slrame; 
" 1 telt ye iViat the Cooks will all be fools, 
*' To suffer razors to come 7iear\hc\r skulls. 
" £itch too, Torsooth I the lringuag<? of a hog! 
" If I'm a bitch, then sp/fiebody's a dog*'* 



* late Cl^rk of the Kitchen. 



Now, 
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Now all th' internal man of Sccke-r boil'd; 
From thought to thought of turbulence he toil'd : 
Now, resolution««fraL^ht, be wished so stick her. 
Now in her face to spit, and now to kick her. 
But Pru D&N OS in tliUt very moment carne^ ' 
And sweetly, whispered to the man of flame— 
" Fie, Sicker! kick a wo;;tan / SECKss^fie! 
** On matter more sublime, thy prowess try — 
** NogUry springs from kicking wives of Cooks: 
*' Strive tQ surpass great Kings in binding books; 
*' Transcend great Kings in forcing stub^rn kine 
** To breakfast on horse-chesnuts, sup and dine ; 
'• In educating pigs be thou as deep; 
'* And learn, like Kings, to feel the rumps of sheep. 
" Go, triumph at the market-»towns with woof: 
** Go breed for lady cows the bravest bull ; 
" Tow'r o'er the scepter *d Great in fat of^ambs, 
*' And rise a rival in tlie bteed of rams.*— 
" These be thine acts, from hence fair glory flows, . 
**. Whose beam a bonfire round a Monarch glows. 
** Surpass in charity towards the poor; 
•* Nor bully starving Merit from the door, 
*' Behold, for patronage lean Genius pant ! 
" What though the wealthy Great a t€Me may want, 
*' Yet, would they cast their eyes on pining Merit, 
*' Those eyes would quickly warm her frozen spirit. 
*' The fool'msLW lift the Mouri^er fifom the tomb, 
" And bid the buried seeck of Genius bloom. 
*' Yes, foolvof Fx)rtune,did thos^e fools incline 
*' To|cx)k on humble Worth, might bid her shine: 
*' Thus (allow candles in a chandelier 
" Make the keen beauties of the glass appear, 
" Call into note a thousand trembling rays, 
*' And share the merit of the mingled4?laze. 
" The Great should bid like Suns their trea^res flow:, 
•* Whose beams wide spreading no distinction know ; 
^ But equal bid the crab and pine be ripe^ 
'* And light at once a systetn and a pipe/* 

That 
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TJiusPru.dekce spoke, when Srcker tolheDAXs 
Confes&M his faulty and slopp'd the bursting flame. 
Now stonu'd a second Heroine from the band^ 
Caird Joan, and full at Sccksr made a stand*^ 
*' I say, Tom shant be shav'd— 4ie $han't-*-he shan't-^ 
*' Leeic porridge, stirabout, well sooner wani f 
** We^l rather hant the gutters for our meat ; 
** Cry raackrd, or smg ballads tbfough the street ; 
*' Foot stockings, mend old chinai or bladk shoes, 
•* Sooner than Tow, poor soul, hw loc4;s shall losew 
" Humph ! what a pretty hoity toity^s here^ 
*' Thomas, I say, shanH )ose hi^ locks, poe>rdear! 
*' Shav'd too I cause people happen to tie fwr^-^ 
*' 1 never heard of such a trick before* 
" Folks think they may take freedoms mih a CoA^-^r 
*' Go, ask your Master if he^d shave a DtAe. 
*' No— if he dart to do it, V\\ be curst : 
** No, SscKER, he would e:)t Ihetrnzor firslk 
^' Good lord! to think /xxrpeo^le^ heads U>pliindei^<>» 
" Why, lord I are people drunk, or mad, 1 Wonderf 
'** What! shall my poor dear husband lose his iock« 
*' Because a ha^nH ten millions in the stock«^f 
** Because on me, forsooth, « can't* bestow 
*' A di'mond petticoat, to make a showf 
** Marry come up, indeed — a pretty joke— 
*' Any thing^sgood enough for humble folk : 
*' Sliov*d here and there, forsooth ; call'd dog and b-;— 
"" God bless us, well, because we are not ridi 1 
*' People will soon be beat about with sticks, 
"" Forsooth, because they han't a coach and six. 
*** A shan't be shavM, and Tm his lawful wife; 
*' The man was never lousy in his life. 
** Ax what his mother says — his nearest kin — 
*' ' Tom never bad a-bfotch upon his skin, 
" ' But whien a had the measles and small pox.* 
" Whatybr, then, shaHthe fellow Io>*e his locks * 
*' * She never in her life-time saw (she says) 
** * A tidier, cleaner fed, in ail her days — 
*' ' And all her neighbours said, witli hqge surprise, 
** " A finer boy was never seen with evts /' 

Vol A, T *' So,^ 
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* So, Mister Sec KER, let's have no more /o?«tf; 
f' Hunt further for the owner of the louse, 
" Sir, 'tis a burning sitat/^e, Vm bold to say« , 
", To Cake poor people's character away. 
^' Who knows the varmine is n't your own, odsfish ! 
*' You're fond of peeping intoev'ry diidi." 

Again of Secker boii'd th* interna! man ; 
Thought urging thought, again to rage bcgaji : 
Huge thoughts of di If 'rent sizes swelT'd his soul; 
Now mounting high, now sinking low they roll ; 
Bastling here, there, up, down, and round about ; 
So wild the mob, so terrible the rout ; 
How like a Leg OF Muiton in thepot. 
With turnips thick surrounded all so hot ! 
Amid the guJpli of broth, sublime, profound. 
Tumultuous, jostling, how they rush around ! 
Now tip the turnips mount with skins of snow, 
3Vhile restless labouring Mutton dives btlow— 
Now lofty soaring, climbs the leg of sheep. 
While Turnip downward plunges 'mid the deep ! 
Strange such resemblances in things should lie ! 
But what escapes the Poet's^ piercing eye ? 
Just like the 6V»— -for what escapes Ins ray, 
W ho darts on deepest shade the golden day \ 

Muse, let us pause a moment — here we sec 
A woman, certainlyx)f low degree, 
Reviling/o/il' of elevated station ; 
Thus waging war with mild Subordination. 
Should sweet Subordination chance to die. 
Adieu to Kings and Courtier men so high ; 
Then will that Imp Equality prevail. 
Who knows no diflf*'rence between head and tail | 
Then -Majesty, the lofty nose who lifts. 
With tears shall wash and iron her own shifts ; 
To darn lier stockings from her height descend, 
WWch now are giv'n to ^Macrenthun to mead— - 

• A lady, attendant on the PriACCsses. 

Turn 
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Turn her fair fingers into vulgar paws. 

And wash her dirt^* lacuft and her gauze. 

Then dimm'd are coronets thiit awe initpire. 

And sceptres stuffM, like faggots in the fire. 

Ne'er let me view the hour, my soul that shocks 

When female Majesty ahull wash her scnocks : 

Such humbled grandeur let roe ftever see : 

SfMipsuds and Sovereignly but ill agree: 

Malkin and Majesty, but ill accord : 

Rubbers and Koyaity, are kin abliorr'd ! 

Strange union ! 'tis the Vulture and the Bat : 

Aguiph and mud pool— elephant and rat ; 

A gregt Archbishop, and an Undertaker ; 

The Muse of Epic, and a riddie-maker ; 

A roaring King in tragedy sublime ; 

And he who plays poor Pug in Fan torn ime ; 

The Lord who in the Senate wonder draws. 

Firm in the fair support of Freedom's cause; 

And that same Lord, behind tlie scenes, a snatL 

Who, crawling, of an actress* holds ihe tail ; 

Marchrsi on the stage with steel and plume. 

And that MARcnssrin a lady's room ; 

Sir f Joseph, Jove-like, with his hammer'd arra» . . . 

Who thund'ring breaks of sleep the opiate charm ; 

And that Siu Joseph, with a simple look, 

CoUectu^g simples near the simple brook. 

Again came Pa u pence, quaker-looking form^ 
Sweet-humour'd Goddess, to suppress the storm. 
Who clapp'd her hands (indued an act uncouth) 
Full on the gaping hole of Seckek's, mouth ; 
Compressing thus a thousand iron .words, 
Sharp evTy soul of them as points of swords : 
But soon her hand forsook his lips and cJnn ; 
Who own'd the Goddess, and but gave a grin. 

* Miss Farreo. 

+ Sir Joseph Banks.. A part of his royal insignia is a hammer 
to knocK down a dispute, and keep thcRoya! Society awake* 

T 2 Thuft 
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Thus from a fretful bottle of snaali beer. 

If mad, the cork should leap with wild 'career; 

Lo, to the bottle's mouth the butler flies^ 

And with dexterity his hand applies). 

In.vain the liquor bustles ^anid the doaic; 

fohn quells all fury, and subdues the foam'! 

Now rose the Ma loa — ** Mister S^cKER-^Sir, 

'• You make in this affair a pretty stir I 

" 'Twere doubtless a fine present in a hox^ 

•* To ofter to our sovereign Lord, the locks ; 

" Some vast reward would follow, to be sure ; 

*' A pretty liiiic, sxveet, snug, sinecure. 

** 'Yes«*-^MAST»H Secker well can play hiscardu^ 

*' Sublime achievements claim subh'me rewards. 

*' 1 humbly dp presume. Sir, that hb Grave 

*' Hath promised ye a warm Excberoan's place : 

" Sanufolks^ are Jacks-in-^ce, fond of power ! '' 

Tiuis spoke the Coo k, like vinegar so sour* 

*^ No matter. Master Major, what I get ; 

^' All tbatil know^is ihh,your heads «hall sweat : 

*^ 111 see Uie business done, depend upon't^^ 

*' V\\ order matters, d«—n me, if I don't 2 

*^ Ye% Master Dixok, you shall know who's who— ^ 

** Which is the better gemroan, I or you*'* 

Thus answers S&cker to the man of woes. 

And poiiitsr his satire with a cock'd-up nose. 

Scarce had he uttered, when a noise was heard ; 

And now behold a motley band appeared \ 

Witli Babel sounds at once the kitchen rings. 

Of €fKoom,.Page, Barber, and the best of Kings! 

And lo, the best of Queens must see the fun f 

And lo, the Princesses so beauteous run ; ' 

And Madam ScHWELi^EiiBERa came hobbling too; 

Poor lady, losing iti the race a shoe ! 

But in revenge pursuit, the loss how slight ! 

The world would lose a kg, to please a spite* 

And now for Peace did Secxer bawl aloud i 
And lo, Pe Ace^ came amtong the ccowd.. 



iM 
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In courts of justice ihus« to hush the hum, 
*' Silence !*' the cryer calls, and all is mum— 
^' Cooks, Scullions, all of high and low degree, 
'^ Attend, and learn our Monarch's will from nte. 
*' Our Sov'reign Lord the King, whose word is &te, 
" Wills in bis wisdom to see sliavM each pate : 
" Then, Gentlemen, pray uke your chairs at once ; 
•* And let each Barber fall upon his sconce/* — 
Thus ihunder'd Seckea witha MAAs-like &ce. 
And struck dire terror through the roasting race. 
Thus roar'd Achilles 'mid the martial fray. 
When ev'ry frighted Trojan ran away. 

Calm was the crowd, when thus the Kin^ of Isles 
Firm for the shave — but yet with kingly smiles — 
** You must be shav'd— -you shall, you must indeed : 
" No, no, I shan't let slip a sinele head*^ 
*' A very filthy, nasty, dirty tricl — 
*' The thought on't turns my stomach — ^makes me sick. 
*' Louse — louse — a nasty thing--^ louse I hate :— 
" No, no, rU have no more upon my plate* 
** One is sufficient — ^yes, yes — qiitte a store — 
" I'll have no more — no more, I'll have no more/* 

Thus spoke the King, like ev'ry king who gives 
To trifles, lustre that for ever lives. 
Thus stinking vapours from the ooay pool. 
Of cats and kittens, dogs and puppies full. 
Bright Sol sublimes, and gives them golden Yfinp, 
The cloud on which si>m€ say, the Cherub sings. 
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POETICAL EPISTLE, ^c. 



OBOSWELL, Boawy, Bruce *, whatever thy name. 
Thou mighty shark for anecdote and fame-; 
Thou jackail^ leading lion Johnson forth 
To eat M'Pherson f 'mtdrt hit nalYve North ; 
To frighten grave (iirofessors with hu roar. 
And shake the Hebrides from shore 40 shore— 
All haU ! At length, ambitious Thane, thy rage 
To give one spark to FAirf't be«pangied page 
Is amply graiified**^ thousand eyes 
Survey Uiy books with nipture and mrpme \ 
Loud, of thy Tour, » thousand tongues have tpokeo. 
And wondered that thy lK>net were never bfoken ! 

Triumphant, tfaou thrc/ Timb's vast gulph ihait satl^ 
The pilot of oar ltt«ffary whole ; 
Close to the ciaissic Ramblkr ahidt thou ctingg 
Close as a supple courtier to a king ; 
Fate shall not shake thee off with all its powV, 
Stuck like a bat to some old tvy'd tow'r. 
Nay^ though thy Jfihniosi ne'er had Uess'd thine ejreap 
Paoli*% deeds had rats'd thee to the sLtes ! 
Yes ! his broad wing hsid rais'd thee (no bad hack) 
A tom-tit twiifrtng on an eigle^s back. 

Thov, ciirieua scrapHnonger, shall lire in song 
When death hath slOi'd the rattle of thy tongue ; 

♦ Vide Kote, f>age 16b 

X The transhitor (hut in 0r. JohiNon't oj^iitloa, the author) ol 

the Poems autibuted to Ossiaa. 

E'en 
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E'en future bal)es lo lisp thy name shall Iearn> 

And Bozzy join with Wood, and Tommy Hearn^^ 

Who drove the spiders from much prose ahd rhime, 

AndsnalchM old stories from the jaws of Time. 

Sweet is ihy page, * I ween, that doth recite 

How thou and Johnson, arm in arm, one night. 

Marched through fair Edinburgh's pactolian sliowVs, 

Which Cloa CI N A bountifully pours; 

Those gracious show*rs that fraught with fragrance flo\y> 

And gild, like gingerbread, the world below. 

How sweetly grumbled too was Sam's remark, 

•• I smell you, Master Bozzy, in the darkj'* 

Aias! historians are confounded dull; 

A dim Boeotia reigns in cv'ry skull; 

Mere beasts of burden, broken-winded, stow. 

Heavy as cart-horses, along they go ; 

Whilst thou, a will-o'-wisp, up, down, here, there. 

Wild dartest coruscations ev'ry where. 

What tasteless naouth can gape, what eye can close, 
Whit head can nod o'er thy enlivening prose? 
To others' works*, the works of % inditing 
Are downright di'monds to the eyes of whiting. 
Think not I datter thee, * my flippant friend j 
For well I know that flatt'ry would offend i 
Yet honest praise I'm sure, thou would'st not shun. 
Born with a stomach to digest a tun 1 
Who can refuse a ^mile, that reads thy page. 
Where surly Sam, inflam'd with Tory rage, 
Nassau bescoundrels, and with anger big. 
Swears Whigs are rogues, and ev'ry rogue a Whigf 
Who will net, too, thy pen's minMiiw bless. 
That gives posterity the Ramblbr^s fdress ?; 
Methinks I view his full plain suit of brown, ^ 
The large grey bushy wig that grac'd his crown. 
Black worsted stockings, little silver buckles. 
And shirt that had no ruffles for his knuckles. 
I mark the brown great-coat of clolh he wore, 
That two huge Patagonian pockets bore, _ 

♦ Vide page 14, t Vide page 9. 

Wlucli 
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Wlitch Patngonians (wondVous to unlbld!) 
Would fairly both his Dictionaries hold. 
I see the Rambler* on a large bay roarCi 
Just like a Centaur* evVy danger dace» 
On a iUll gallop dash the yielding wind. 
The colt and Bozzy scampVing close behind. 

• Of Lady Lochbury f with what glee we read, 

[ Who offer'd San, for breakfast, cold sheep^ bedid ; 

Who pressed and worry *d by thb dame socivit, 
I Wish'd the beep's head and wo^man^s at tlie devil. 

I see you sailing both in Buchan's | pot— • 
: . Now storming an old woman § and her cot ; 

Who terrified at each tremendous shape, 
Deem'd you two Demons ready for a rape : 
1 see all marv'lingat M'Leed^s together 
On Sam's remarks || on whey and tanning leather : 
At Corricliatachin's^^f the Lord knows how, 
I see thee, Boszy, drunk as David's sow. 
And begging, with rais'd eyes and lengthened chin, 
Heav*n not to damn thee ibr tlie deadly sin : 
I see too«. tlie stern moralist regale, 
i And pen a Latin ode to Mistress Thralc.*^ 

I I see, without a night-cap on his head, 

I Rare sight \ bald Sara in the Prfctonder's -ff bed : 

I ■ I hear (what's wonderful 1) ui^sought by studying* 

His idassic dissertation' upon i pudding- li^^ f *' 

Of Provost Jopp^§§^ I mark ihe^marv^hi^g* hee, « 
Who gave the Ratisbier's^ freedom with agiracer • 
I see too, traveling from the Is l b ©f ' Ec g*^\\ j • r 
f The humble jceta^ant ^^ of a horse's leg ; 

I And S N I p, the ia^^br, from the i s l k of M u o k , * f 

Who stitched in Sky wJth tolerable luck: 

* Page 376, .. t page4'^?i.r ; _ } ^AS^^Oi; . 

J Page 143. g Page 299. ^ Page 3 17. 

*♦ Page 177. ff Page 2 16. Ji Page 440. . 

§§ Page 39* ' ||i|i g:c!27>, • /tffl' A blacksniVh. 

I see 
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I gee Ihe horn Uiat dninkanis muvt adore : 
Tlie horn, the mighty born of Rorie More ;* 
And bloody shields thatguafded hearts in quarrel9> 
Kow guard froBio-als the mtlk and butier barrels. 
Methtnks the Caledonian dame I see^ 
Familiar sktin^ on the Ram aiKa's knee, 
Cliarming, with kisses sweet, the chuckling sage : 
Melting with swe^esC smiles the frosA of age ; 
Like Sol, who darts at times a cheejM ray 
''O'er the waa visage of a winter^ day« 
" Irti itftg^in* my dear/' (I hear $am cry) 
*' See who first tires, my charmer, you or I." ^ 
I see thee stuffing with a hand uncouth. 
An old dry'd wiuAing in th^ Johnson's mouth ; . 
And, lo ! I see,^ with all his might and main. 
Thy Johnson spit the whiliogoutagaki. 
Rare anecdotes I ^tis anecdotes like- these 
That being thee gk>ry , and the mOlion please I ' 
On these shall future times de%lited stare,' 
Thou charming haberdasher of small ware ! 
Stewart and Robertson, fvom thee, d^all learn 
The simple charms of Hi&tVy to discern : 
To thee, fair History's palm, shall Livy yield. 
And Tacitus, to BoKxy, leave the field ! 
Joe Miller's self, whose pa|;e such fun provokes. 
Shall quit his shroud, to grm at fiozay's jokes ! 
Hoyr are wje 4B wttli. rapture touch'd, io see 
Where, whei?, and at wliat iiowr, you swallow'd iea^t 
How onoe, lo ^caee this Asiatic treal; 
Came haddocks which tbeRAUfti.ER ooiild not eat. 
Pleas'd, 00 thy book thy SaV*feign's eye-balls toll, 
Who loves a gossip's story ifrom his sou ! 
Blest with the mem 'ry of tbe Persian king,t 
Wlio, ev*ry body kno^s, and ev'ryithing ; 
Who's dead, whose's Iparried, what poor girl beguil'd 
Hath tbst a paramour, and feiihd a child ; ' 

Which 
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Which ^ard'ner hath most cabbages and peas. 

And which old womao halh most hives of bees; 

Which farmer hath ihe most prolific sows, 

Cock^ hens, geese, turkeys, goats^ sheep, bulls, and covrs ; 

Which b&rber best the ladies' locks can curl ; 

Which house in WindMM" Fells the finest fiurl; 

Which chimney-sweep be«t beats, in gold array. 

His brush and shovel, on the first off Mav ; 

Whose dancing dog5, in rigadoons, excel ; 

And whose the puppet-shew, that bears the bell; 

Which clever smith the prettiest man trap makes *« 

To save from thieves the royal ducks and drakes. 

The Guinea hen? and peacocks with i heir. eggs. 

And catch his loving subjects by the legs. 

Oh ! since the Prince ot gossips reads thy bookj 

To what hieh honours may not Bozz) look? 

Tl\e sun-shme of his smile may soon be thine — 

Pcrchaunce, in converse thou may'st hear him shine :. 

PerchauKce, to stamp thy merit through the nation. 

He begs of Johnson \>i Life, thy dedication ; 

Ask questions f of thee, and, O lucky elf. 

Most kindly answers evVy one himself. 

Bles/d with the classic learning t of a college, 

Our K ■ g is hot a miser of his knowledge: 

Nought in the storehouse of his brains turns musty; 

No razor-wit, for want of use, grows msty : 

• His M— y hath planted a number of those trasly guar^ 
dians around his park at Windsor, for the bencftt of the public. 

f Justafter Dr. Johnson had been honoured with an inierview 
with acertain great personage, in the Queen's library at Bucking" 
bam House, he was interrogated by a friend concerning Ikisre-. 

ception, and his opinion of the r-y-1 intellect.—'* His M f, 

seems to be possessed of some good-nature and Aiuch curiosity- 
(replied the Doctor): a« for hisvwf, it is not contemptible. His 

M y indeed was fnuUifarioun in his quntions / bvii, thank. God, 

he answered them all himself, 

, J This is a very extraordinary circumstance : the late P— — * 
©-—^rre/o/n^rf three parts of the money ordered for the education 
of her children. The effect of this miserable conduct was io con- 
spicuous in her daughter M — t-a, that the letters received froiA 
her during her residence in Denmark, were atf|oluteLy uniniclli- 
gible, " 

Vol. L U Whatever 



2f«8 - EPIVTLE to BOSWEtJ.. 

Wliale'er hU head suggent^ wiiate'^r liekliows^ 

Free as election beer koita t«rib«, it flows ! 

Yet, all ! superior far !^ — it boast<( the merit - 

Of never fuddling people with the spirit ! 

Say, Bozzy, when, to bless our anxious sight, 

When shall ihy volume* Iwrst the gates of light? 

Oh, cloth'd in calf, ambitious brat be born— 

Our kitchens, parlours, libraries adorn ! 

My fancy's keen anticipating eye, 

A thousand charming anecdotes can spy : 

I read, I read of G — ge the learn'df display 

On Lowlh'sand Warburton's immortal fray : 

Of G — ^ge, whose brain, if right the mark I hit. 

Forms one huge Cyclopaedia of wit ; 

That holds the wisdom of a thousand ages, 

And frightens all his workmen and his pages ! 

O Bozzy, still, thy tell-tale plan pursue: 

The world h w^ond'rous fond of something new ; 

And, lei but Scandal's breath embalm the page. 

It lives a welcome guest from age to age. 

Not only say who breathes an arrant knave. 

But who hath sneakM a rascal to his grave : 

Make o'er his turf (in Virtue's cause) a rout. 

And, like a d-mnM good Chrfstian, pull him out. 

Without a fear, on fftYnilies harangue ; 

Say who shall lose their ears, aild who shall bang ; 

Publish the demi-reps, and punks— nay more. 

Declare what virtuous wife will he a wVre. 

Thy brilliant brain, cx)njectMre can suj>ply. 

To charm through evVy leaf the eager eye. 

The blue-stocking J society describe, 

Aud give thy comment on each joke, and jibe : 

* The Life of Pr. Johnson. 

f His M y's commentary on the quarrel, in which the 

Bishop and ihe Doctor pelted one the other with dirt so grace- 
fully, will he a treasure to the lovers of literature! Mr h, hath 
as good as promised it to the puhlic, and, tVe hope, means to 
keep his word. 

X A club, chiefly composed of most learned tadies, profound 
critics, and self^dek^nUd arbiters of ta^tc, to Which Mr* B. was 
admitted. 

Tell 
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Tell vHiat tbd wamci\ are, their wit tbetr qualiij* 
And dtp them in tby strtsams of immorUlity ! 

Let Lord M'Ooiutd threat thy breech to kick f, 
^t\d o'er thy shrinking shoulders shake his stick ^ 
Treat with contempt tiie menacts ot this Lord ; 
'Tis History'* provmce, B<>2ay» ti> record. 
Though Wilkes abuse thy brain, that airy mill* 
And swear poor'John^^on wtrdar'd by the quiil; 
What's t!)at to thee? Wiiy let the victim bleed — 
Thy end is answer'd if the nation read. 
The fiddling Knight %, and tuneful Mistress Thrale, 
Who frequently hobb'd or nobbM with ^nt, in alo^ 
Snaich^'d up the pen (as thir.it of fame intpires i) 
To write iiis jokes and stories by their fires ; 
Then why not tkau, each joke and tale enrol. 
Who like a watctiful cat before a liole. 
Full twenty years (inflamM with letlerM pride) 
Didst mousing sit before Sam's mouth so wide, 
To catch as many scrap* as thou wcrl abJc— - 
A very LazVus at the rich man's table ? 
What though against thee porters ^ b<funcc tlic door. 
And bid thee hunt for secrets there no more ; 
With pen and ink so ready at thy coat, 
Exciseman-like, each syllable to ntAe, 
Tb«t giv'n to printer's deviU, (a precious load !} 
On. wings of print eoraes fl>ing all abrO{ui ? 
Watch then tlie venal valets — smack the maid^. 
And try with gold to make them rogues and jade^i : 
Yet should their honesty thy bribes resent ; 
Fly to thy fertile genius^ and invent : 

f A letter of severe remonstrance was sent to Mr. B. who, 
in consequence, omitted, in tiif* second edition of his Journal, 
what is so generally pleasing to the public, viz. the scandalous 
passages relative to that nobleman. 

t Sir John Hawkins, who (as well as Mrs Thrale, now Madam 
Piozzi) threatens us with^hc life of the late lexicographer. 

§ This is literally true — " Nobody is at home.*' — Our great 
people want the taste to relish Mr. Hoswell's vehicles to im- 
mortality • ThoiAgh in London, poor Bozzy is in a desert* 

U2 Like 
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Like old Voltaire, who pla^d his greatest glor^ - 
In cooking up an entertaining story ; 
Who laughM at Truth, when*er Her simple tongue 
Would snatch amusement from a late or song. 

Oh ! whilst amid the anecdotic mine. 
Thou labour'st hard to bid thy Hero shine, 
Hun to Bolt Court*, exert thy Curl-like f soul. 
And fish for golden leaves from hole to hole : 
Find when he ate and drank^and coughMand sneer^d*^ 
Let all his motions in thy book be squeezed : 
On tales, however strange, impose thy claw; 
Yes, let thy amber lick up ev'ry straw : 
Sam's nods, and winks, and laughs, will form a treat; 
For all that breathes of Johnson must be great I 

Blest be thy labours, most advent'rous Bozzy, 
Bold rival of Sir John, and Dame Piozzi ; 
Heavens ! with what laurels shall thy head be crowiiM t 
A grove, a forest, shall thy ears surround ! 
Yes ! whilst the Rambler shall a comet blaze, 
jAnd gild a world of dark nets with his rays ; 
Thee too, that world, with wonderment, shall hail, 
A lively, bouncing. cracker at his tail! , ' , 

* In Fleet-street, where the Doctor lived and died. 

< f Curl» the bookseller, frequently bribed people to himt the 
tejDplet of Cloafina for the letters of Pope and Swift« 
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AS Mr. Bos well's Journal hath afforded !;uch uni* 
'^^ veirsal pleasure by Ihe relation of minute incidents, 
and the great Moralist's opinion of men and things during 
his northern t6ur; it will be adding greatly to the anec- 
dolical treasury, as well as making Mr. B. happy, to com- 
municate pari of a Dialggue that took place between Dr. 
Johnson, and the Author of this Congratulatory £pistle» 
a few monthsJ[>efore the Doctor paid ihe great debt of 
nature. The Doctor was very cheerM that day ; had on 
a blaek coat and waistcoat, a black pluf^h pairofbreeches, 
and black worsted stockings, a handi^ome grey wig^ a 
shirt, a miislin neckloth, a black pair of bc^ttons in his 
shirt sleeves, a pair of shoes ornamentod with the very 
identical little buckles that accompanied the philosopher 
to the Hebrides; his nails were very neatly pared, and his 
beard fresh shaved with a razor fabricated by tiie ingeni- 
ous Mr. Sevigny. 

P. P. " Pray, Doctor, what is your opinion of Mr. 
BoswelPs literary powers?" 

Johnson. " Sir, my opinion is, that whenever Bozzy 
expires, he will create no vacuum in the region of litera* 
ture — he seelhs strongly affected by ihe cacoethesscribcndi; 
wishes to be thought a rara avh, and in truth so he is — 
your knowledge in ornithology. Sir, will easily discover, 
to what species of bird I allude." Here the Doctor shook 
his head and laughed. 

P. P. " What think you, Sir, of his account of 
Corsica ?-^of his character of Paoli i'* 

* ^ Us Johrison, 
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Johnson^ " Sir^ he hiath made a mountain of a wart. 
But Paolt hat tirtues. Tbe account is a farrago of dis« 
gusting egotism and pompous inanity.^ ^ 

P. P. ** I have Iheard it whispered. Doctor, that shoukl 
you die before him, Mr. £. means to write your life/* 

Johnson. '* Sir, h^ cannot mean me so irreparable an 
injury.— Which of us shall die first, is only known to 
the Ureat Disposer of events; but were I sure that James 
Boswelf would write wf life, I do not know whether I 
would not anticipate (he measure, by taking Ais." • (Heri^ 
he made three or four strides across the room, and re- 
lumed to his chair with violent emotion.) 

P. P. ''I am afraid that he means to do you the 

fevour.'* 

ft 

Johnson, " He dares not^-^4ie would make a scarecrow 
of me, I give him liberty to fire his blunderbuss in his 
mm face, but not murder tne. Sir, I heed not his »wec 
«f«— BosvfitL write my life! why tlie fellow pos^ssea 
not abilities fur wriitng the life of an tphemcron*^*^ 
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BOZZY AND PIOZZi: 

OR, THB 

BRITISH BIOGRAPHERS. 

TOWN ECLOGUE. 



-Arcades ambo, 



Kcantare parei, et respondere, parati ! Vir«il. 



THE ARGUMENT^ 

On the death of Do CTORjoHNSON,a number of pcopFc, 
ambitiout of beiag dUtingiushed from the mute part pf 
their species, set about relating and printing stones and 
bfrn-mots of that celebrated moralist. Among the most 
zealous J though not the most enlightened^ appeared Mr» 
Bos^ELL and Madame Piozzi, the Hero, and He- 
roine of our EcLOCUE. They are supposed to have 
in contemplation the Lift of Johwson; and to prove 
their biographical abilities, appeal to Sir John Haw. 
Ki NS for his decision on their respective merits, by quo- 
tations from their printed anecdotes of the Doctor. 
Sir John hears them with uncommon patience, and de- 
termines very ptoferly on the pretensions of the con- 
tending parties. 



BOZZY 



( 223 > 



BOZZY AND PlOZZr; 



TOWN ECLOGUE 



TTTHILE Johnson sought (as Shakespeare says] that 
^^ bourn. 

Frond whence, alas ! no travellers return ; 
In humbler English, when the Doctor died, 
Afolx.0 whimperM/and the Mu^sss cried; 
pARNAs'sus mopM for jdays in businesji slack, r 

And, like .a hearse, the hill was hung with black ; * 
Miner V A, sighing for her favourite son. 
Pronounced, with lengthen'd face, the world undone; 
Her OWL, too, hooted in so loud a style. 
That people might have heard the B i r d a mile ; 

iovE wip'd his ej'es so red, and told his wife, 
\e ne'er made Johnson's equal in his life; 
And that 'twould be a long, long time, if ever, - 
His art could form a fellow half so clever : 
Venus, of all the little Loves, the dam, 
WiCh all the Gk A c E s, sobb'd for brother Sam : 
Such were theheav'nly howling* for his death. 
As if Dame Nature had resign'dher bfC^th. 
Nor less sonorous was the grief, I ween, 
• Amidst the natives of our earthly scene : 
' From beggars to the Great who hold the helm. 
One Jchnso-mania rag'd through all the realm ! 
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'* tVho (cryM the world) can malch hk prose or rhyme? 
" O'er wils of modern days he towVs sublime! 
" An oak, wide-spreading o'ier the shrubs below, 
*' That round hi« roots, with puny foliage, blow ; 
" A pyramid^ amidst some barren waste, 
" That frowns o'er huts, the sport of ev'ry btet ; 
" A mighty Atlas, whose aspiring h^-ad 
" O'er distant regions casts an awful shade. , 
•' By kings and beggars, Ip ! his tales are told^ 
'* And ev'ry senttrnce glows a grain of gold ! 
" Blest ! who his philosophic pliiz can take, 
•' Cntch e'en Ws weaknesses— *h is noddle's shake, 
" The lengthen 'd lip of scorn, the forehead's scowl, 
** The low'ring eye's contempt, and bear-like growl. 
•' In vain, the Critics aim their toothless rage ! 
•* Mere sprats, that venture war with whales to wage : 
** Unmov'd he stands, and feels their force no more 
•* Than some huge rock amidst the wat*ry rear, 
•• That calmly bears the tumults of the deep, 
" And howling tempests, that as well may sleep.** 

Strong, 'midst the Rambler's cronies was the rag9 
To fill with Sam's bot^nou and tale« the page : 
Mere flies, that buzs'd aroin^d his setting ray. 
And bore a splendor, on their wings, away : 
Thus round his orb the pigmy planets run. 
And catch thtir little lustre from the Sun. 

At length, rush'd forth twe Candidates for fame % 
A Scotchman one, and one a London dame ; 
That, by th' emphatic Johnson, christen' i Bozzy; 
This, by the Bishop's license, Dams Piozzi ; 
Whose widow 'd. name, by topers lov'd was Th& a ls > 
Bright in the annals of election ale ; 
A name by marriage, that gave up the ghost ! 
In poor Pedocchio*— no !«— Piozzi, lost I 

* The author was nearly committing a blunder— ^fortunate in- 
dee<i was his recollection; as Pedocchio signifies, in the Italian 
languase, Vpax most contetnptible of aoinials, a lotisr. 

Each 
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Each seiz'd with ardour wild, the gray goose quill ; 
Each sei to viork the iiitellecluai miU ; 
That pecks of bran, so coarse* began to pour. 
To one poor solitary grain of flour. 

Fortli rushM to light, their books— but who should say. 
Which bore thepaJm of anecdote away ? 
This, to decide, the r i v a l w its aj^reed 
Beftire Sm John their tales and joke to read. 
And let the ICnight's opinion in the stiife. 
Declare the prop're^l pen lo write Sa m's Life : 
Sir John, rcirown'd for musical* jjalavers; 
The Prince, tlie King, the Eraperor t)f ^Hunvers ! 
Sharp in softeggi, as the sharpest needle ; 
Great in the noWe art oF tnx-edfe-tweedle ; 
Of Music's College formM to be a Fellow, 
Fit for Mus. D, or Maestbo oi Capblla: 
Whose volume, though it here and there offends, 
BoaslR German merit — makes by huik amends. 
H igh pJac'd the venerable q u a r to sitSj 
Superior frowning o'er octavo wits ; 
And duodecimos, ignoble scun^! 
Poor prostitutes to ev'fy vulgar thumb ! 
Whilst undehPd by literary rage. 
He bear« a spotless leaf from age to age. 

Like school-boys, k) ! bcifore a two arm'd chaif 
That held the Knight wise judging, stood tiie Pair : 
Or like two poneyson tbespoi'ting round. 
Prepared to gallop when the drum should sound, 
ThecoupLErang'd— -for vict'ry, both as keen. 
As for a tott'ring Bishopric, a Oean> 
Or patriot Burke for giving glorious bastings 
To that intolerable fellow Hastings. 
Thus with their songs contended Virgil's swains. 
And made the valleys vocal with their strains. 
Before some gray-b.'ard sage, whose judgment ripe> 
Gave goats for prizes to the prettiest pipe. 

♦ Vide Ills History of Music. 

"Alter- 
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*' AUernalely in anecdotes go cm $ 
*' But firsl, begin ^ow. Madam/' cr)r'd Sir Joh^. 
The thankful Damk low curtsied to the chair. 
And thus» for vict'ry panting, read the Fair, 

MADAME PIOZZI*. 

Sam Johnson was of Michael Johnson born^ 
Whose shop of lKX)ks did LiTCHFiEtD town adorn; 
Wrong hearfed, stubborn as a halter'd ram : 
Jn short, the model of our Hero Sam; 
Inclin'd to madness too-*for when his shop 
Fell dowB, for want of cash to buy a prop. 
For fear the thieves mieht steal the vanished store,. 
- He duly went each night and lockM the door ! 

BOZZYf. 

Whilst JoHNSOK was in Edinburgh, my wife. 
To please his palate, studied for her life : * 
With ev'ry rarity she filled her house. 
And gave the Doctor, for his dinner, grouse. - 

MADAME PlOZZIt- 

Dear Doctor Johnson was in size an ox^ 
And from his tfNCLE Andrew Icarn'd to box ; 
A man to wrestlers and to bruisers dear. 
Who kept the i ing in Sm ith f i e l d a wljole year. ^ 
The Doctor had an Uncle too, adorM 
By jumping gentry, calKd Cornelius Ford; . 
Who jumpM in boot^, which Jumpers never choose, 
far as a famous Jumper jumpM in shoes. 

BOZZY§. 

At supper, rose a dialogue on witches. 
When Crosbie said, there could not be such b-tch-s ; 

f Vide Piozzi*s Anecdotes, pa^e S. 

f Bozzy's Tour, page 38. 

J: Piozzt's Anecdotes, page 5. j Page S9. 

Ani 
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And that 'twas blasphemy to think such ha^s 

Could stir up storms, and on their broomstick nags 

Gallop aJong the air with wondrous pace. 

And boldly fly in God Almighty's face: 

But Johnson answered him, "There might be witches; 

*' Nought prov'd the non-existence of the b-tch-s," 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 
When THRALE,as nimble as a boy at school, 
Leap'd, though fatigu'd with huntin^^', o*er, a stool; 
The Doctor, proud the same grand feat to do. 
His pow'rs exerted, and jump'd over too; 
And though he might a broken back bewail. 
He scorri'd to be eclips'd by Mister Thr alk, 

' BOZZY.f 

At Ulinish, our friend, to pass the time, - 
RegaPd us with his knowledges sublime; 
Show'd that all swts of learning fiil'd his nob, 

I And that in butchery he could bear a bob. 

He sagely told us of the differ'nt feat 
Employed to kill the animals we eat: 

i *' An ox," says, he, •' in country and in town, 

' '" Is Iw the butchers constantly A:?»ocA'(i t/oiy/i; • 

"•As for that lesser animal, a calf, 
'* The knock is- really not so strong by half; 
" The bea!?t is only stumCd ; but, as for goats, 
" And sheep, and lambs, tlie butchers cut their throats* 
" Those fellows only want to keep them quiet, 
*' Not choosing that the brutes should breed a riot," 

MADAME PIOZZ I-t 
f When Johnson was a child, and swallowed pap, 

' 'Twas in his mother's old maid Cath'rinb'a lap; 

[ There, whilst he sat, he took in wondrous learning ; 

For much liis bowels were for knowledge yearning; 
I There heard the story which we Britons brag on,. 

^ The story of St. George and eAe the Dragon. 

' ♦Page 6., t Page 300. J Page 15. 
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BOZZY.* 

When FooTE his leg, by some misfortune, broke. 
Says /to Johnson, all by way oF joke, 
^ Sam, Sir, in Paragraph, will soon be clever, 
*' And takeoff Peter better now than ever." 
On which, says Johnson, without hesitation, 
*' Geor G E t will rejoice at Foot's depeditaliori" 
On which, says I, a penetrating elf! 
'' Doctor, I'm sure you cdinM that word yourself." 
On which he laugh'd, and said, I had divin'd it> 
For bona fide, he had really colnM it. 
" And yet, ol* all the words I've coin'd, (says he) 
♦« My Dictionary, Sir, contains but three.^ 

MADAME PI0Z2L 

The Doctor said, in Htcrary matters, ^ 

" A frenchman goes not decp^he only smaUersi'* 
Then ask'd what could be hop'd for from the dogs; 
Fellows that liv'd eternally on frogs? 

BOZZY.t 

In grave procession to St. Leonard's College, 
Well stufPd with «v'ry sort of useful knowledge. 
We stately walk'd, as soon as suppe; ended; 
The LAN D LOR D and ilie Waiter both attended : 
The Landlord, skiird a piece of grease to handle. 
Before usmarch'd, and held a tallow candle : 
A lantern (some fam'd Scotsman its creator) 
With equal grace was carried by the Waiter. 
Next morning, from our beds we took a leap. 
And found ourselves much better for our sleep. 

t Geo'jg^ Faulkener, iho printer at Dublin, taken off *y Foote 
under the character of Peter Paragraph, 
X PageW. , 
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MADAME PIOZZL* 

in Lincolnshire, a lady show'd our friend 
A grotto that she wishM him to commend : 
Quoth she, '* How cool in summer this abode !'*— 
•• Yes, Madam, (answered Jobn8on) for a toad." 

BOZZY4 

Between old Scalpa's rugged isle and Rasay's, 
The wind was vastly boistVous in our faces : 
Twas glorious, Johnson's figure to set si^ht on- 
High in the boat, he lookM a noble Tkiton ! 
But, lo ! to damp our pleasure Fate concurs. 
For Joe, the blockliead, lost his master's spurs : 
This for the R a m b r. e k's temper was a rubber. 
Who wonder'd Joseph could be such a lubber. 

MADAME PlOZZI.t 

I askM him if he knockM Tom Obsorn § down ; 
As such a tale was current through the town— 
Saysl, '' Do tell me. Doctor, what befell." 
*' Why dearest lady, there is nought to t§ll : 
" I pondered on the prop'rest mode to treat him— 
" The dog was impudent, and so I beat him ; 
•* Tom, like a fool, proclaimM his fismcied wrongs 5 
" Others, that I belaboured, held their tongues." 

Did any one, that he was happy, cry — 
Johnson would tell him plumpiy, 'twas a lie. 
A La o Y II told him she was really so ; 
On which he sternly answer'd, ** Madam, no! 
*' Sickly you are, and ugly— foolish, poor ; 
*' -And therefore can't be happy, I am sure. 
'" 'Twould make a fellow hang himself, whose ear, 
" Were, from such creatures, fbrc'd such stuff to hear."' 

* Page 203. f Page 185. J Page 232. 
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BOZZY**. 

Lo ! when we landed on the- Isle of MishV, . 
The megrims got into the I>eiCTo&'3 sciiH : ; , 
With such bad humours he began to fiWy 
I thought he would not go to Icqlmkili. : 
Bill, U) I those megrims (wonderful to utter !) 
Were banish'd all by tea, and bread and butter^ 

MADAJtfE PlOZZr.- 

Quoth I to Johnson— Doctor, tell me triiJe, 
Who was the btst man tbat you n«v«r knew ? 
He answer^ me at once, Gaqslgk PsAjt^MAMAZAR x 
Keen in the English language as a razor« 
Sucii was the strange, the strangest of replies 
Tliat raised the whites of both my w;orvd*ring ey«9$ .. 
As this same George, in imposition strong, 
Beat ihe first llais that e'er wagg'd a- tongue. 

BOZZY.t ' ' ' , 

I wonder'd yesterday, that one John Hat> ; 

Who served' as CjfctfwneiWft the way, ' 

Should fty anubi of wacr— aspot ao WepU^ j - 

A fooU nine months, too, after he wa^ pre.st. • 

Quoih„ JtiHNsoN, ** No man. Sir* would be a sailor^ , 
" With sense to scrape acquaintance with a jail^^if.'' ; • - 

MADAME FI0ZZ.P4 

I said I lik'd not goo^, and mentioned w;% ; — , 
One smells it roasting on the spit, quobh I, 
" You, Madam," cry*d the Docjcoa^ witha frowrij^ 
" Are always gorging — stuffing sometfung dovsu ;^ ., 
" M ADAM, *tis, very natVaf to sup^iose, . . 

'*: IF in the pantry you,willp<.^k.c your nose, ... » 

** Your maw vviih ev'ry sort of victuals swelling, 
'* That-youf»afit want the bli^s of dinner smdfin^.*'' - * 

* Fasc 330, t Page 1^1 . { Page 103. 
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BQZZY. 

As at Ar gyle's grand house my hat I took. 
To seek my alehouse^ thus began the Duke' : 
*' Pray Mister Boswell, won^t you have some tea ?" 
To this I made my bow, and did agree- 
Then to the drawing-room we botli retreated. 
Where La by Betty Hamilton was seated 
Close by the Duchess, who, in deep discourse. 
Took no more notice of me than a horse. 
Next day, wtjfseif and Doctor Johnson took 
Our hats, to go and wait upon the Duke. 
Next to himself the Duke did Johnson place; 
But I, thank God, sat second io his Grack^ 
The place wa^due most surely to my merits-— " 

And faith, I was in very pretty spirits ; 
I plainly saw (my penetration such is) 
I was not yet in favour with the Duchess. 
Thought 1, 1 am hot disconcerted yet ; 
Before we part. 111 give her Gr a.c e a sweat- 
Then looks of intrepidity I put oi^ 
And ask'd her, is she'd have a plate of mutton. 
This was a glorious deed must be confe^isM 1 
I knew I was the Duke^s, and not her guest ! 
Knowing — as Vm. a man of tip-top breeding, 
ThsLi great folks ^Tink no healths, whilst tlvey are feeding,. 
I took my glass^ and fooking at her Grace, 
I atai^d her like a iirvi^ inutile face f 
And in respectful terms, as was my duty. 
Said I, " My La d Y Duchess, I salute ye :'' 
Most audible, indeed, was my salute. 
For which some folks will say I was a brute ; 
But, faith,.it da^b'd her, as I knew it would ; 
But then I knew that I was flesh and blood» 

MADAME P'lOZZL* 

Once at our bouse, amidst our Attic feasts,. 
We liken'd our acquaintances to heasis: 

» Page294/ 
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As for example— some lacadreipjafid hogs, 
And some to bears, and monkeys, cats and dogs;. 
We said ( wbich elmrm'cf the Doctxjr much, no doubtj 
His mind was Hke, efEL^pRAKTs-, the snout, 
Tliat cDLi-ld' j>ic4c pms up-, yef possessed the vigour 
For trimming weH'tfee jacket of spTi^br. 

August' (lie fifteenth, Sunday, ML^tcc Scott 
Did breakfast with u^ — when upon the spot; 
To /t«7», and unto DocTOB. John si0N(, la!.. ,; . 

Sir WilLiAM FoRBEs,.soclever,di<lI show;. 
A man that doth not after roeuerji l^apkj^.;) , .! j .: 
A charmingJI^hnstmn, ihougli h), traie'a banker;:) ! « , T 
Made too of ^ood com.panioaable slufFj;. : u 

And this, I think, is- saying full enougjU: . , • ' ■ ' 

And yet it is but justice'tQ record, , ,, . I 

That when he'had the raeastes— 'pnn,i^y wofd^ , T 
The people seem'd jn such a dj-'eadj-'ulJipghi,, . ; 

His bouse was all >urroanded.dia3i ^nrf^nigl^t,! ; 
As if they apprehended some great e.yiJ, A 

A general conflagration, or tht^ deyiLj . •..;,/.;. i 
And when hebpUetM — oh.l ^wasigrand tojsee '^n»i 
Like mad folk's dance*, aiid hear, .'enx sing T^e Deum^ ^ 

MA'DA'AfE PlOZZLf :' ] 

Quoth JoKNsoN, '''.Whttid'ye thiuk^ my Bfi Tvill? 

" wrke!^'*--^-'. v/ . .- • • -^. ^ ' . .^ 

" GoLDSMitH,V!iaiji L— 'Quoib lie, '' The^ clog's vite- 

** spite, . t. • •' • '■' J "* 

" Besides I he fellow's roonstroiis k)V« of /jffng-; ' 

•* Would doul^tlesfs make the book^ not worth -Ae , 

" buying/' ' -• ■ *' 

BCZZY.: • - 

That wprtliy gCBllwnaTi, gbod Mr. Siiolfl ' ' '"'.•;' ,, 
Said, 'twas our SocHAr^sna?* ki*;kkll84i*(>e>- '* 

* la^e 15. ,i^ F^g^ 3X. * J Page 13. 
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To have the waitbr, a sad nasty blade^ 

To make, poor genllemao^ hisK^monade; 

Which waiVer, mucba^rfist the Doctor's wishj, 

Put with his panis the sugar in the dish : 

The Doctor, vex'd at such a filthy fellow. 

Began, with great proprlet) , ta beOow ; 

Tlien up he took the dish, aad nobly flung 

The liquor out pi window on the dung; 

And Doctor Scott declared, thai, byhlsfrown. 

He thought he would have kngck'd the fellow d(wn» 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 

Dear Doctor Joii^soN IcTt off drinks fermented; 
With quarts of fchocol ate and c,Team contented: 
Yet often down his throat's prodigious gutter^ 
Poor mani he pour 'd^ a (Tood of melted butter ! 

. B O Z Z Y. 

With glee, the Doctor did my girl behold; 
Her name VRRONicA,Juat fotir months old. 
This name Veronica, a name though quaint^ 
Belon^'d^originaJiy to a Saint ; 
But to my old GieafcGrandam it was giv'n — 
As fine a yvoman as e^ev went to Heav'rk; 
And wla^ mufltadd to her impt)rtance much. 
This lady*s genealogy wa<? Dutch. 
The man who did espotwe thi* dame divine^ 
Was Alexander, Earl of Kincardine; 
Who pour*d alon^ my bod>', like a shiice. 
The noble, noble, nobl^blood ©f B«ucfe.l ' 
And wholthat ownM this blood. could w»edi rtfme 
To make the WQr|d.acquajnte<^l with the news? 
But to return unto ray charming chHd— 
About our Doctor J^hn^on slie was wild; 
And when he left off speaking,. Khe wouid flutter^ 
Squall for him to begin again, and sputier ! 
And to be neai' him a strong wish. expressed. 
Which proves he was not such a horrid beast. 
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Her fondness for the Doctor pleas'd me greatly ; 
On which I loud exdaimM in language stately. 
Nay, if I recollect aright, I swore, 
I'd to her fortune add^e hundred tnore ! 

MADAME PIOZZL* 

One day, as we were all in talking lost^ 
My mother's fav'rite spaniel stole the toast ;. 
On which,, immediately, I scream'd, " Fie on lier— 
•' Fie, Belle,*' said I, " you us'd to be on honour/*— ■ 
*' Yes," Johnson cry*d; '*but» Madam, pray be told^ 
" The reason for the vice is — Belle grows oldJ* 
But JoH N SON never could the dog abiJe, . - 

Because my mother wash'd and comb*d hi^ hide. 
The truth on'tis — Bei le was not loo well bred,. 
Who always would insist on being \^^di 
And very often too, the saucy slut 
Insisted upon haying the^r^ cut, 

BOZZY. 

Last night much care for Johnson's cold was us*d^. 
Who, hitherto, without his nightcap stkxks'^; 
That nought might treat so wmdetful a man ill. 
Sweet Miss M'Leod did make a cap of flannel j^ 
And after putting it about his-head. 
She gave him brandy as he went to bed.. 

MADAME PLOZZLJ. 

One night we parted at the Doctor's door; 
When thtts I said, as I had said before, 
" Don't forget Dicky, Doctor — ^mind poor Dick.*** 
On which he tum'd round on his heel so quick, 
" Madam," quoth he, " and when I've serv'd tluit elf,. 
*' I guess I then may go and hang myself." 

* Page ^56, J Page 204. /. 
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At night, well soakM with jrain, and wondrous weary^ 
We got as wet as sibajifs to In vB» AHY ; 
We suppM most roya/fy— *were vastly frijdcy^ ' 

When Johnson ordered upagiil oF whiskey : 
Taking the glass, says I, *' HercN Mistress Thrale***— 
" Drink her in whishf not/' said he, " but ale" 

. MADAlilE PlOZZI.f 

The Doc TOE had a cat, and chrtsten'd Hodge> 
That at his house in Fleet-street us'd to lodge. 
This Hodge grew old, and sick, and us*d to wish 
That' all his dinners miglU be form'd offish; 
To please poor Hodge, the Doctor, allsokind^ 
Went out, and bought him casters to his mind; * 

This every day he (Sd— nor ask'd black Frakk,J 
Who deeinM himself of much too high a rank, ^ 

With vulgar fish fags to be forced to chatj, 
And purchase oysters for a mangy cat. 

SIR JOHN, 

For God's sake stay each anecdotic icrapf 
I^et me draw breath, and take a trifling nap ; 
With one half-hour's restoring slumber blest. 
And Heav'n's assistance, , I may bear tlie rest. ] 

Aside]'r^Wh^i have I done, Inform me, gracious Lord J- 
That thus my ears with nonsense should be bor'd ? 
Oh ! if I do not in thei trial die. 
The Devil and all his brimstone I defy. 
No punishment in other worlds I fear; 
My crimes will all be expiated hne. 
Ah ! ten times happier was my lot of yore. 
When, rais'd to consequence that all adore, 
I sat, each session, king-like, in the chair, 
AwM every rank, and made tlie million stare : 

* Page 4a3< f P^S^ ^^2, J Dr. Johnson's servant. 
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*' Their wit but serves a husband's hearl to rack, 
" And make eternal horsewhips for his back. 

" Tell Peter Pindar, should you chance to meet, 
him, 
'^ I like his|;enius — should be glad to greet him : 
" Yet let him know, croim'd hods are sacred things, 
*^ And let him revVence more the best of kings;* 
*' Still on Ihs pegasus continue joggmg> 
^' And give that Bos well's back another flogging.^ 

Such was the dream that wak'd the sleeping Knighi^ 
And op'd again His eyes upon the light — 
"Wlio, mindless of old Johnson and his frown. 
And stern commands to knock the couple down,. 
ResolvM to keep the peace-^and, in a toiie 
J^ot'much unlike a jnastiff o'er a bone. 
He grumbled, -that, enabled by the nap. 
He now coifW meet more biographic scrap z 
Then nodding with a magislratial air. 
To farther anecdote he call'd the Fair. 

MADAME PlOZZI.f 

Dear Doctor Job k son kw'd a l^g of pork. 
And hearty on it would his grinders work: 
He lik'd to «at it so much over done. 
That one might shake tbe flesh irom off'the bone. 

* This is g^ strange and almost incredible speech from John- 
soR*$ mouth, as, not many years ago, when the age of a 
certain Graai Per&onage t^ccame the subject of debate, the Doctor 
broke in upon ihe conversation with the follQwin^: question r — 
" Of what, importance to tlie present (yjmpany is his qg^?-rOf 
•* what importance would it have been to. the world if i>e lud 
" never existed Vy^ivfC may judge likewise from the follow- 
ing speech, he deemed the present- possessor of Si certain Throne as 
much .an usurper as King William, whom, according to Mr. Bos- 
wcU's account, he besaxundreU, The story is this i — An jicquaint. 
ance of Johnson's, Miss Reynolds, asked him if he could 
not*^/g^. He replied, " I know but one song : and. <Aa< is. The 
^' A'ivjq: shall enjoy his ow^i again." 

A veal 
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A veal pye too, with sugar crammM and [)kims 
Was wondrous graleful to Ihe Doctor's gum*. 
Though us'd from morn lo night on fruit to stuff, 
*He vow'd his belly never had enough, 

B02ZY.* 

OneTliuTsday morn did Doctor Johnson wake. 
And call out " Lanky, Lanky/' by mistake — 
But recollecting — " Bozzy, Bozzy,*' cryM— 
lor in contractions Johnson took a pride ! ♦ 

MADAME PI0Z*2I.: 

Whene'er our friend would read in bed by night. 
Poor Mister Thraxe and I were in a fright; 
For, blinking on his boolt too near the flame, 
JL.0! to the fore-top of his wig it came ; j. 

Burnt >all the Irairs awayi both great and small, 
I>own to the very net-work, nam'd the caul. 

/ BOZZY.§ 

At Corrachatachin's, in hoggism sunk, 
K got with punch, alas ! confounded drunk : 
^luch was I vex'd that I could not be quiet. 
But, like a stupid blockhead, breed a riot — 
I scarcely knew how 'twas I reePd to bed . • 
Next morn I wak'd with dreadful pains of head. 
And terrors too, that of my peace did rob me ; 
For nmch I fear'd the Moralist would mob me. 
But as I lay along, a heavy log, 
Tlie Doctor, entering, callM me drunken dog. 
Tlien up rose I with apostolic air. 
And read in Dame M'Kinnon's book of pray'r. 
In hopes for such a sin to be forgiv'n, 
j^nd make, if possible, my peace with Iieav'n. 
*Twas strange that, in that volume of divinity, 
•I opr'd the Twentietli Sunday after Trinity, • 

* Pa^c 384, X Page 237. f Page 3^7. 
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And read these wordk — ' Vmy be not drunk with wine^ 
' Since drunkenness doth make a man a swine,^ 
'* Alas!'' says I, 'Uhe sinner that I am!" 
And having made my speech. Hook a dram. 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 

' One day, wiili spirits low, and sorrow fiU'd, 

I tohl him that I had a cousin kjH'd : 

" My dear/' quoth he, *' for heav'ns sake hold your 

canting ; 
*' Were all your cousins killM, they'd not be wanting : 
*' Though Death on each oF them should set his mark, 
*' Though evVy one were spitted like a lark, 
*' Roasted, and giv'n that dog there for a meal, ' 

" The loss of them the world would never feef: 
** Trust rpe, dear Madam, all your dear relations 
*' Are nits — are nothings in the eye of nations/* 

Again,§ says I one day, *' I do believe, 
" A good acquaintance that I have will grieve 
^' To hear her friend hath lost a large estate/'--- 
" Yes," answer'd he, " lament as much her fate, 
*' As did your horse (I freely will allow) 
*' To hear of the miscajriage of your cow.*^ 

BOZZY.t 

At Enoch, at M'Queen's, we went to bed: 
A coloured handkerchief wrapp'd Johnson's header 
He said, " God bless us both — good night/' and theiiji 
y, like a parish clerk, pronounced Ameri I 
My good companion soon by sleep was seized; 
But- 1, by lice and fleas, was sadly teaz*d; 
Methought a spider, with terrific claws. 
Was striding from the wainscot to my jaws ; 
But slumber soon did every sense entrap^ 
lAnd so I sunk into the sweetest nap. 
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Travlling in Wales, at dinaer time we p;ot on 
Where, at Leweny, lives Sir Robert Co i'ton. 
At table, our great Moralist to please, 
Says I, " Dear Doctor, arn't those charming peas?" 
Quoth he, to contradict, and run his rig, 
'* Madam, they possibly might please a pig>'* 

BOZZY.f 

Of thatching, well the Doctor knew the art 5 
And with his threshing wisdom made us start: 
DescribM the greatest sccrt t-^ oF the Mint, 
And made folks fancy that he had b.en in't. 
Of hops and inalt 'tis wondrous what iie knew ; 
And as well as any b'cwer he could brew. 

MADAME PlOZZI.t 

In ghosts the Doctor strongly did believe, 
And pinn'd his faith on many a liar\'? sleeve. 
He said to Doctor Lawuence, ** Sure I am, 
*• 1 heard my poor dear moiher call out ' Sam.* 
" I'm sure,^' said he, ** thai I can trust my <-ars; 
*''And yet, my moiher had been dead for year;»." 

BOZZV.§ 

When young, ('twas rather silly I allow) 
Mucb wa5i 1 pleased to imitate a cow. 
Onetime, at Drury Lane, with Doctor Blair, 
My imitations made the playhouse stare 1 
So very charming was 1 in my roar. 
That both the galleries clapp'd, and cried " Encore.'^ 
Blest by the general plaudit and llie laugh, 
1 tryM to be a jackass and a caH*; 
But who, alas? in all things can be great? 
In short, I met a terrible defeat ; 

♦ Page 70. t Paje 324. J Paje 192. § Paje 499. 
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So vile I bray'd and belIow'd> I was hiss'd; 
Yet all who knew me wonder'd, that 1 miss'd. 
Bla iR v\ hisperVi me, " You've lost your credit now ; 
'• Slick, Bos WELL, ibr the future, to the Cow." 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 

Th' affair of niuci:^ when Johnson would discuss, . 
He alvvay>; thought they had not souls like us; 
And yet, whenever his iamily wouU fight. 
He alvva>s said black Fk A^Kt was in the right. 

BOZZY.J 

I must confess that I cnjoy'd a plea«;ure 
111 bearing to the North so great a treasure : 
Thinks I, I'm like a bulldog or a hound, 
Who, when a }ump of liver he liath found, 
Run^ to some corner, to avoid a riot. 
To gobble down his piece of meat in quiet : 
I thought this good as all Joe Millatl's jokes ; 
Aiul so I up, and told it to the lolks. 

MADAMBT PIOZZI.|i 

Some of our friends wish'd Johnson would compose 
The lives oF authors who had shone in prose: 
As for his p(yiu*r, no mortal man could doubt it- 
Si r R i c h a r d Mu s G K A VE he was warm about it ; 
Got up, and sooth'd, intreated, begg'd and pray'd. 
Poor man! as iF he had iraplor'd lor bread. 
*' Sir RicJHARDy" cryM the Doctor wit4i a frown, 
*^ Since you're got up, 1 pray you Sir, sU down,'* 

* BOZZY. 

Of Doctor Johnson having giv'ii a sketch. 
Permit 'me. Reader, of 7iiysclf to preach: 

• Page 21*2. f The Doctor's man-servant, 

+ Page 2^9. ' fi Page 2.95. ' 



The 



BOZZV AND piozzr. 215 

The world will certainly receive with glee 

The slightest bit of history of me. 

Think of a gentleman of ancient blood ! 

Prouder of title than of being good; 

A gentkmun just thirty-three years old ; 

Married four years, and as a tiger bold ; 

Whose bowels yearn'd Great Britain^ foes lo tame. 

And from the cannon's mouth to swallow fame ; 

To get his limbs by broad swords carv'd in wais. 

Like some old bedstead, and to boast his scars ^ 

And, proud immortal actions to achieve. 

See his hide bor'd by bullets like a sieve. 

But, lo ! his father, a well-judging Judge, 

Forbade his son from Edinburgh to budge; 

Resolv'd the French should not his b — side claw ; 

So bound' his son apprentice to the law. 

This gentleman had been in foreign parts. 

And, like Ulysses, learnt a world of arts : 

Much wisdom his vast travels having brought him. 

He was not lialf the fool the people thovght him : 

Of prudence, ibis same gentleman was such. 

He rather had too little than too much, 

Brigh t was tias gentleman^s i magi nation , 

Weil calculated for the highest station ; 

Indeed so lively, give the Dev^j his due. 

He ten times more would utter than was true ; 

Which fbrc'd him frequently against his will. 

Poor man ! to swallow many a bitter pill f 

One bitter pill among the rest he took. 

Which was to cut some scandal from his book. 

By Doctor Johnson he is well portray 'd : 

Quoth Sam, " Of Bozzy it may well be^id, 

** That, through the most inhospitable scene, 

" One never can be troubled with tlie spleen^ 

" Nor ev'n the greatest difficulties chafe at, 

*[ Whilst such an animal is near to laugh at.'^ 
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'M6 Bozzy A^D Piozxi- 

MADAME PlOZZl*. 

For ff}c, in Latin, Doctor Johnson wrote 
Two lir.t:<, upon Sir Joseph Banks's goat; 
A gotd I that round liie world so cvrious went; 
A i^uat ! that now eats grass that grows in Kent 1 

BOZZ Yf. 

To Lord MoNBODDO a few lines I wrote, 
And b) ll>e servant, Joseph sent this liote : 

" Thus far, my Lord, from Edinburgh, my homeji 
" Will: Mister Samuel Johnson, I am come; 
" 1 his night by us, must certainly be seen 
" The very handsome town of Aberdeen. 
*' 1 or ihoit^liis of Johnson, you'll be not apply*d to;, 
*• I know your Lordship likes him less than / do^ 
** So near we sue — to part, I can't tell bow,. 
** Without so much as making him a bow i 
" Besides> the Rambler says, to see Monbopd, 
*' Hc'tJ go at least two miles out of his road ; 
" Which shows that he admires (whoever rails) 
" The pen which proves that men are. boru with taitu 
*' Hoping that as to health your Lordship does welt 
" I am your servant at command, 

IamesBosweli*/* 

MADAME PIOZZIJ. 

On Mister Thr ale*s old htmter Johnson rode>. 
Who with fH-odigious pride ihe beast bestrode ; 
And as on Brighton Downs he dashed away ^ 
Much was be pfeas'd to hear a sportsman say. 
That at a chase he was as ti'^hta hand 
As e'er a sporting lubber in the land, 

JBOZZY§. 

One morning, Johnson, on the Isle of Mull, 
Was of his pol.tics excessive full, 

* Page 72. f Page 207, % Ibid. $ Page 424. 

Quoth 
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"Quoth he, " That Pulteney was a rogue 'tis plain ; 
" Besides, the fellow was a Uliig in grain.^* 
Then to his principles he gave a banging. 
And swore no Whig was ever worth a hanging, 
*' 'Th wonderful,*' says he, *' and makes one stare, 
*' Tolhink the Livery chose John Wilkes Lord May'r;?. 
'* A dog, of whom the world could nurse no hopes ;* 
*' Prompt to debauch their girls, and rob their shops*'* 

MADAME PIOZZL 

Sir, I believe that anecdote a lie ; 
But grant thatrJoHNSON said it— ^ the bye, 
As Wilkes unhappilv your friendship sliar'dp,. 
The dirty anecdote might well be $par*d* 

BOZZY. 

Madam, I stick to truth as much as you,. 
And damme if the story be not true. 
What you have^said of Johnson and the larh^ 
J^s much the R*a m b le R for a savage marks, 
'Twas scandalous, e'vn Candour must allow. 
To give tlie history of the. Aorsc and cow. 
What but an enemy to John son's fame, 
Dar'd his vile prank at Litchfield playhouse name-*«i- 
Where, without ceremony, he thought fit 
To fiing the man and chair into the pit ? 
Who would have registered a speech so odd 
On the dead stay-maker* and Doctor Dodd ?. 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Sam Johnson's threshing knowledge and his thatdi^ 

Jngs 
May be your own inimitable hatching : 
Pray of his wisdom can't you tell more hews ? 
Could not he make a shirt, and cobble shoes. 
Knit stockings, qr ingenious, take up stitches ; ' 
Draw teeth, dress wigs, or make a pair of breeches? 

* Piowi's Anecdotes, page 51, first editioo. 

You 



2te BtJMY ANP MOKT^ 

YoupfaCetoo of his knowledge of the MitfT, 

As if the Ramblkr really had been in't. 

Who knows, but you will tell us (truth forsakbg) 

That each bad shHIJng is of Johnson's making ; 

His, each vile sixpence that the world hath* cheated T~ 

Aisd hif, the art that ^w'ty guinea sweated ? 

About his brewing knowledge you will prate toOjj - 

Wfio scarcely knew a hop from a potatoe ; 

And though of beer he joy'd in heart) swigs^ 

rd pit against his' taste my husband's pi^^. 

B02ZY. 

How could your fi^y tell, so void of truth. 
That miserable story of the youth. 
Who, in your book^ of Doctor Jon v son begs. 
Most seriously to know if cats laid eggs I 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Who to1d«of Mistress Montague the lie— « 
So palpable a falsehood P-^-Bozzy^ ^e ! 

Bozzy.j 

WJio, madd'ning with an anecdotic itch, 
Declar'd that Johnson calPd his mother h-uh t 

MADAMB PIOZZI. 

Who, from McDonald's rage to save bis snout^ 
Cut twenty lines of defamation out ? 

Bozzy. 

^tVho would have said a word about Sam's wig,. 
Or told the story of the peas and pig ? 
Who would have told a tale so very flat. 
Of F& ANK the Black, and Hodge the mangy cat ^ 

MADAME PIOZZX. 

Good me I you're grown at once confounded tender r 
Of Doctor JoHNs&w*i5 fame a fierce defender: 



BOZZY AND 1?I0ZZI. 249 

Vm sure you've mention'd many a pretty story. 
Not much redou lading to the Doctor's glory. 
Noiv for a sairUMpoti us you would palm him — 
First jimrder the poor man, and then oftbalm him f 

BOZZY. 

Why truly. Madam, Johnson cannot &oa«^~-» 
By }Our acquaintance, he hath rathej^ lost. 
His character so shockingly you handle, 
"You've sunk your c(yiwt iajx/arthia:^ candle* 
Your vanities contriy'd the sage to hitch in, 
>\nd brib'd him with your cellar and your kitchen.; 
But luckless Johnson play'd a losing game ; 
Though i&c^aud bter he won, he Io>t his/a//ic». 

MADAME PIOZZL 

One quarter of your book had Joh n son read*,. 
Fist-criticism had rattled round your head* 
j Yet let thy satire nol ioofar pursue--- 

! Your book has merit, give the Dev*l his due. 

Where Grocers and where Fastry-tooks reside. 
Thy book, with triumph^ may indulge its prid^t. 
I Preach to the patty-pan.s sententiou"? stuff. 

And hug that idol of the nose call'd snufT; 
With all its stories cloves and ginger please. 
And pour its wonders to a pound ot* cheese I 

BOZZY. 

Madam, your irony is wondrous fine ! 

Sense in each thought^ and wit in ev'ry.line ; 

Yet, Madam, when the leaves of my poor book. 

Visit the Grocer, or the Pastry-^ook, 

Yoiir's, to enjoy of Fame the just reward, 
I May aid the trunk-maker of Paul's Church- Yard j 

' Jn the same alehouses together us'd, 

j - By the same fingers they may be amus'd ; 

The greasy anuffersiyour's, perchance may wipe, 
i Whilst mine, high honour'd, lights a toper's pipe. "^ 

i . . The 
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The praise of CouRTEN AY* my book's fame secures^-*- 
Now, whp the dev il. Madam, praises j/our'^ f 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Thousands, you blockhead — no one now can doubt it;: 
iFor not a soul in London is without it. 
The folks were ready Cadbll to devour. 
Who sold ihe first edition in an hour. 
So ! — Court EN ay's praises save you ! — ah I that 'Squire 
Deals, let me tell you, more in smoke than fire. - 

BOZZY* 

Zounds J he has praisM me in the sweefeH line-— 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Aye \ aye ! the verse and subject equal shine. 
Few are the mouths that Coukten ayN wit rehearse—* 
Mere cork in politics, and lead in verso. 

B O Z » Y. 

Well, Ma'am ! since all that Johnson said or wrote^ 
You hold so sacred, how have you forgot 
To grant the wonder-hunting world a reading 
Of Sam's Epistle, just before your wedding; 
Beginning thus (in strains not form*d to flatter! 

•' Madam, 

*' If that most ignof(anious matter 
<' Be not concluded"-", 

. Farther shall I say ? 
No — we shall have it from i^ourself some day* 
To justify your passion for the Youth, 
With all the charms o( eloquence and truth. 

* The lively rtittle of the House of Commons — indeed its Mo* 
inus ; who seems to have been selected by his consthuenis more 
for the purposes of iaughi>i^ at the misfortunes of his country, 
than healing ihe wounds. He is the author of a poem lately puh- 
]{lshcd, that endcarours, iotis viribus, to pnjw that Dr. Johnson 
vyas a brute a,s well gs a morali4 1 

MADAMS 



VOZZY AMD P10£2f« • ' fO. 

MADAME PIOZZL * 

What was my marriage. Sir, to you or hi/nf 
^/(Ttell me what to do I — a pretty whim 1 
He, to propriety (the beast) re$ort ! 
As well might elephants preside at court » 
Lord ! let the world to damn my match agree : 
<jood God ! James Bos well, what's <Aa/ worldiomet 
The folks who paid respects to Mistress Thrale, 
Fed on her pork, poor souls! and swilPd her ale. 
May sicken at Piozzi, nine m ten — 
Turn up the; nose of scorn — good God ! what then ? 
For me, the DevM may fetch their souls so great; 
They keep their homes, and /, thank God, my meat* 
When they, poor owls! shall beat their cage, a jail, 
I, unconfin'd^ shall spread my peacock taif; 
Free as the birds of air, enjoy my ease. 
Choose my own food, and see what climes I please. 
J suffer only — if Tm in the wrong : 
Sot, Jidw, you prating puppy, hold your tongue. 

SIR JOHN. 

For shame ! for shame ! for Heavens sake both be quiet-* 
Not Billingsgate exhibits such a riot. 
Behold, for Scai^dal, you have made a fe^{. 
And turn'd your idol, Johnson, to a beasts 
Tis plain that tales of ghosts are arrant lies^ 
Or instantaneously would Johnson rise ; 
Make you Uoth eat your paragraphs so eviJ^ 
And for your treatment of him, play the deviL 
Just like two Mohawks on the man you fall ; 
Notourd'rer is worse served at Surgeon's Halx^^. 
Instead of adding spkndow* to his name. 
Your books are downright gibbets to his fame* 
Of those, your anecdotes— may I be curst. 
If I can tell you which of them is worst, 
You.ne^er with posterity can thrive— 
'^Xis by tiie Ra mulch's death alone you livc^ 

Xikt 



!232' B02«Y AKD FIOZKI* 

Like wrens j(ihat in some volume! have read) 

Hatch'd by stramge fortune in a horse's Iread, 

I'oor Sam was rather fainting in his glory, . . 

But now his fame lies foully dead before ye: 

Thus to some dying man (a fi'equent case) 

Two Doctors come, and give the coup de ^aee. 

Zounds, Madam ! mind the duties of a wife. 

And dream no more of Doctor Joh nson's Life ; 

A happy knowledge in a pye or pudding 

Will more delight your friends than all your studying i 

One cut from ven*son to the heart can speak 

Stronger than ten quotations from the Greek ; 

One rat Sir Loin possesses more sublime 

Than all the airy castles built by rhyme. 

One nipperkin ofstinj»o with a toast 

Beats all streams the Muses Fount can boast ; 

Blest, in one pint of porter, lo! my belly can 

Find raptures, not in all the floods of Helicon. 

Enough those anecdotes your pow'r^ have shown ; 

Sam's Life, dear Ma'am, will only daitm your (ytcn. 

For thee, James Boswell, may the hand of Fate 
Arrest thy goose-quill, and confine thy prate 1 
Thine egotisms the world disgusted hears — 
Then load with vanities no more our ears. 
Like some lone puppy, yelping all night long. 
That tires the very echoes with his tongue. 
Yet, should it lie beyond the pow'rs of Fate 
To stop thy pen, and still thy darling prate ; 
To five in solitude, oh ! be thy luck, 
A chattering magpie on the isle of Mu c k . 

Thus spoke the Judge ; then leaping from the chalj;. 
He left, 'in consternation lost, the Fair: 
Black Fr A N K * he sought on anecdote to cram, 
And vom\i first f a life of surly Sam. 

* Doctor Johnson's Kcgro servant. 

i" The Knighfs volume is xeported to be in great for wardress, 
:and likely to disiance bis fc;r43ftid*Wc caro^^ctitiors*. 

: > . Shocks 
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flhodi'd at die little inaiiner$ of the Knight^ 
The rivals marv^liag mark'd his sudden flight ; 
Then to their pens and paper rush'd the twain^ 
To kill the mangled Ramblxe o'er agab. 



K. B.The qootfttiom from Mr. Boswell lie iiiide from the le^ 
cond edition of tiis Journali ; those from JMri. Piotxt^ Irom 
the fot editioa of 4iejr Anecdotes. 
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ODE UPON ODEj 

OB, 

A PH&P AT ST, JAMESs-i 

OR* 

HEW-YEAR's DAY; 
WHAT YOU WILL, 
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ftuo mecunqua rapit ttmpeitas, deferor hospes, Horace* 

Juit as the maggot bites, I take my way — 

To Painters now my court respectful pay ; • 

Now (ever welcome !) on the Muses wings, 

Dtop in at Windsor, on the Best of Kings ; 

Kow at St. James's, about Handel prate, 

Hear Odes, sec Lord« and Squires^ and smile at State* 



Z2 
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I THINK it necessary to' inform thee« if theu bittt not 
]«ad Mr. Wharton's Ode, that I mean net to say tbal^ 
he bathfTOTiDiM verbis, suns what' I have asserted oT 
him ; I therefore 6eg that my CFoe may be considered aa 
an amplification ef the mgenious Laureates idea« 



t 2Sir ) ^ 
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1^ NOW, Reader, that the L a u afe a t^s p6st suJbHmA ' 
-^^ Is destinM to record, m bandsdme rhymei 

The deed« of British Monarchs, twice a y6ar : 
If greai-^bovf happy is the taneftil <ongu€> ! • 
If pitiful — (as Shakespeare satys) ihe^ song 

*' Must suckle fools, and chf onicFe small beer.** 

But Bards' must take the ujhhiU wkh the. dovon; 
Kings cannot always oracles be hatching : 

Maggots are oft tire tenants of a crown- 
Therefore, like those in cheese, not worth the catchinj^. 

O gentle Reader f if,, by God's good grace. 

Or (what's more sought) good interest at Court, 

Thou gett*st, of Lyric Trumpeter, the place. 
And hundreds ia(e, Iikegudgeon5..gapingfor't;. 

Hear ! (at a palace if thou mean'st to thrive) 

And of a steady coachman learn- to drive^ 

Whene'er employed to celebrate a King, . . -i 

Let Fancy lend thy Muse her loftiest wingr— ^ . 

Stiin with thy minstEeUy th' affrighted sphere ; 
Bid thy voice thunder like a hundred batteries: r 

For common sounds,, conveying common flatter^i ^ 

Are zephyrs whisp'ring to the royal ear. 

Know—- gjluiConrlike, on praise each Monarch crams: ^ ; 

Hot spiceis suit alone their pampered nature : 
Alas! tlie stomach, parch'dby burning drams, , ,, ^y r 

With mad-dog teiror aUrts a^ .sim|>le water,, . . ; i, 

Z3. rMjrce 
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Fierce » each royal mania for applause; 

And, as a horse-pond wide, are Monarch tnawi»^ 

Form'd therefore on a pretty ample scale; 
To sound the decent panegyric note. 
To pour th^ modest dairries down their throaty 

Were oflfering shrimps for dinner to a whale. 

And mind, whenever thou strik'st the. lyre to Kings>, 
To touch to Abigails of Courts, the strings; 

Give the Queen's Toad-eater a handsome sop,, 
A^d swear she always has more grace 
Than ev'n to sell the meanest place— 

Swear too, the woman keeps no Title-shop ; 
Sells not, like Jews in EauPs Church-yard their wac^,^ 
Who on each passenger for custom stare. 
And, in the hap^ tones of traffic, cry,. 
" Sherf vat your In^, Sherl^Madam! vat you IntyT'*' 

Thus, Readfer, ends the Pfologiie to my Ode I 

The true-bred Courtiers wondfer whilst I-preach— 
And, with grave vlzardls, and stretched eyes to God^ 
* ' Pronounce my Sermon a most impious speech r 
With all my spirit — let them damn my lays— 
A Couitierfs curses are exalted praise. 



I HEAR a startled Moralist exclaihi, 
* Fie, Fbtek, FtexERt fie for shame! - 

•* Such Toun^el disagrees with my digestion/^* ' 
Well ! well ! then, my old Sobn atks, to please ihte^. 
For much I'm willing of 4hy>qualms toease thee, 

rU''iM>bly tak-e the other side th^. quest ion. 

/ Par Example r 

Fa ill Praise is st^tmg gold — all should desire it— - 
Flatt'ry, ha-^e ^HJni— a cheat upon the nation ;. 

Anil yet eup vanity doth much admire itj^ 
And rcaily gives It all its circulation. 
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F& att'r Y^s a sly insiiuuitiDg screw ; 

The World— a bottle of Tokay so fine-* 
The engine always can its cork subdue. 

And make an easy conquest of the wine;: 

Fi. att'ry's an ivy wrlgglFng round an oak ; 

This oak is often honest blunt John Bull--*' 
Which ivy would its great supporter choak. 

Whilst John (so thick the walls of his dark skull). 
Deems, it a pretty ornament, and struts*— 
Till Master Ivy creeps into John's guts. 
And g^ves poor thoughtless John a set of gripes : 
Then, like an org^n, opening all his pipes, 
John roars i and, when I.0 a consumption drain'd^ 
Finds out' the knave his folly entertajn'd. 

Pr A I s B is a modest, unassuming maid,. 

A^ simply as a Quaker beauty drest: 
No ostentation her's— no vain parade ;. 

Sweet nymph ! and of few words possest ; 
Yet,. heard with rev'rence when she silence breaks. 
And dignifies the man of whom she speaks. 

Flatt'ry*s a pert French. MilKner-*a jade 
Cbver^d withroagd, and flauntingry arrayed— 
Makes saucy love to ev*ry man she meets. 
And offejrs ev'n her favours in the streets. 



And yet, instead of heeding public hisses. 
Divines sa grave — Philosophers can bea, 
Wtiat'^ stranger stilly with childish rapk 

Nay> court the smiling^ harlot's very kissa* 



ODE 
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RICH as Dutch tafgoes from (be fragfanf ta^, [ 
Or custard pudding at a city k^it, 
Tom's incense greets his Sovereign's hungry nose t 
For, bating birth-day torrents from Panfiassui, 
And New-year*s spring-tide of divine moIasse^> 
Fame in a scanty rilfto Windsor fkiws f 

Poets (quoth tun^ul Tom) in ancient times. 
Delighted all the countrj* Vvilh their rhyfties ; 

Sung Knights and barbed steeds with valour big : . 
Knights who encounter'd witches — murder'd wiasards^ 
Flogged Pagans, tilt they grumbled in their gizzards,. 

Rogues ! with no itiOtt re%ilon (ban a pig» 

Knights who IIIaminM poor dark souls. 
Through pretty little well-form'd eyelet holes. 
By pious pikes and godly lafices made-rr 
Tools ! that work'd wonders in (he holy trade ;, 
With battle axes fit to knock down bulls. 

And therefore qualified (1 wot) full well,. 

With^ force the sacred Oracles to tell 
Unto tbe thickest unbelieifing sculls :. 

Knights, who, so i^mous. at the game of Toiurney^ 

TocA boldly to the holy Land a journey. 

To plant, with swords, in hearts, the Gospel seeds ;. 

Just as we hole, for cucumbers, hot-beds,. 

Or pierce the bosom of the sullen earth,. 

To give to radishes oi: onions bicUi : 

Knights, who, when tumbled on the hostile field. 
And to an enemy obli^d to yield,. 



Could 
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Could neither Ieg» nor arm, nor neck, nor nob stir t 
toot devils ! who, like alligators hack'd. 
At length by hammers, hatchets, sledges,, crack'd. 

Were dragged from coals of armour — ^like a lobster.' 

Great (says the Laureat) were (he Poet's puffings 
On idle daring red^irross raggamuffins. 

Who, for tneir childishness, deserved a birch : 
Quoth To M, a worthier subject now, thank God t 
Inspires the lofty Dealer in the Ode, 

Than blockheads battling for old Mother Church. 

Times (quoth our courtly Bard) are altered quite s 
The Poet scorns what cnarm'd of yore the sight ; 

Goths, Vandals, castles horses, mares : 
The polish'd Poet of the present day 
Doth in his tasty shop display. 

Ah ! vastly prettier coloured wares. 

The Pdiet moulds his harp to manners mild. 

Quoth Tom — ^to Monarchs, who, with rapture wild^ 

Hear their own praise with mouths of gaping wonder. 

And catch each orotchet of the Birth-day thunder : 

Crotchets that scorn the praise o£ common folly-^ 

Though not most musical — most melancholy ; 

Ah ! crotchets doom'd to charm our ears no more. 

Although by Mister Pa r son s set in score : 

Drear and eternal silence doom'd to keep. 

Where the dark waters (^'oblivion sleep : 

To speak in humbler English— doom'd to rest. 

With Court addresses, in a musty bhest. 

Yet all the Lady Amatettrs declared. 

They were the cltarmin^st things they ^ver beard : 
As for example — all the angel Gr d kom s— 

That is, my Lady, and her daughters fair. 

With coal-black eye-brows, and sweet Hebrew air-^ 
The lovely produce of the two religions : 
Thus, in their virtues, fox-hounds best succeed. 
When sporUmen wery wisely cross the breed ; 
And thus with nobler lustre shines the fowl 
Begot between a game-hen and an owl, 

8k 
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Sir Sstopsbrt too declaf d, with irbice divine, 
" />a* «Awtc(? Ae hpftw^ CkrtesHcai, and eat hog, 

" He neifbef did hear fhooihic half $ko fine; 
" No / nebh^ ihince he hfi dt Shimifgogue** 

His Grace of Queensb^rry too, with ey«» though. dim«i 
And one deal* eif , was there irt vIrOilder drown'd ! 

List'ninji, iti atU(tid^ofCorpVaiTriiti, 

He raisM his thia grey corl to Catek thie sound 1 

Then swore the airs would.never meet t^eir matches^ 
But in hii pwil immoriar glees ancf caiches.* 
Yet were tliose crotchets alt condem'd to rest 
In the dark bo§6da 6f a musty ctest S 

Crotchets that formed into «J svP^et kn dif, ♦ 

As charmM my Lady Mayoress afid Ldtd M*y6f i 
Who thought (and reaUy they wer«^ troe bdiever«^ 
The ntusiG equallM marrow b^nes and cleave^*^ 
Strains t that the Revef end Kshops had ao qMahiMi . *. 
In saying, that .they jsq^i'd David's FwloM ^ 
But not surpasa'd ia melody the bell . ' , . ^> 

That mournful sounddih an Arcibisbop'skneK^ . . ^ 
Strains that Sir Joseph Mawbey deelif'd divine*. , : . 
Sweet as the quavers of his fattest swine^ 

E'en bluff Lord Brudenell's Sfslf t admir'd the strati^ 
In all the tuaeful a|i;;oiues of 4>ain ; ; 
Who, winking, beat with duck-likecnods tlietira^ 
And cali'd the music aod tk^ word& sublime^ ; 

Yes,' this most lofty l^d admir'd th^ Qie ; ,\^ 

A Lord wbo> too, delights in Opera-danchig i 
Thus sage(y both those useful arts advaixang^ 

Most nobly spreading Britaia'siaine* abroad* . 

* Though.iiol alfiirtff U) HisPnKiei»atti>w«d> by many pf-M^ 

wnsical guesh, tobeavoryprerty catcli«-mafaejr. i *i ', 

t A prodigious Amateur ;— ^without !u5 Lordship ifiere^an t>e& 

BO tehearsal. -• . . ^ ..... »./■ . 

So. 



Behind the Qp';^ ^oene? he cons^n^ j;Gie9l^ 
To kiss,ihe Uttl^ /Jopr of Cpvi-.PV^* 

To mark h^r kop^i, 4il^'liwy''^)V wkUflJ iUKt9« 

Tbe, atVtlie ether Lords^ with whjspcM swarmHiAl 
kkfdhrav0f *r«H7o/ clrtrmlng! ^tfr^/ charming! 
And Majerty lUeMJ la music bred, * 

FronouncM k " Very, very good, indeed J" 
indulging, pVhaps, tlie very nat'r&l dreapa^ 
Thai all ks clianns were owing to the thtmff. 

Not but sqn^ ^mfi\ 4^grw f>F iMn«1f sf .plpwue 

Mi^ht in tlw kf^f^ m R-y4 Imow» ri«e. 
To thmk thity hM:4^ iv^Ui(q«t waHiB of tne^suN^ 

As sixpences are loy#)y 'm iMr «y«i* 

For, not long since, IheArd ^'fbr^vard dame 

Thus, inatonepfimpij^Jenc?, iP^dato— 

" Good God ! how feings and Queens ?i $mg ddorol 

*' With wh^t deli^^ they order aa cnQorc / / . 

*' Wheh that same song, tncor% for noiii^g flows i . . ' 

*' This Mai>am M4RA to her sprj-QW li^y?s« 

*• To. Windsor, oft, and eA:^ to ^Qiv^ . : 

** The 8.-y-l mandate Mara drew* . 

" No chtering drop the ciajiae WW ask*d to 5ip.; 

•' Nolbread w^ pner'd to her qijiv'ring lip j 

'* ThoUjgh fain^ she w^s not suffer'd so sit dowp : 

" Such was the goodness—^andeur of the Cr — n ! 

*' Now teU ro^, wijl :it ^eyjer be beji'-jv'd, • - 

" How rough for §pp|;aaidcb9Ue-liixefihiej«{;eivM} . 

^' Hovv mufh pray^ thin^ 3;ei"-^Fifi3iiguiaea5-T-r" Ne,** 

Most surely Forty,— '' JjJp^o/'-r-Thjrlv.rTK" 9ob! . 

** Pray, guess in reason— come, again.- — 

Alas! jayMJ^qrii^HcrTwen^tyatihcI^Ml : 
No roan could .ev^.b^sp greai a^ tn^H 
A« not to give her t^fmiy ftw b«r pain^T*- 
^' To keep j-ion^ thei> Juo.lciijgj?^ in su^pf^n^^; , * 

'* For Mar A^s chatse^hire and unnvalfd note^ 
*' Oiitoftheir«;o»do/tt/ benevolence, 
'" Their bounteous M — ^ies gav&— not a groat.** 

'' Aye,^^ 
^ A Arst dancer ai th^ Opersb 
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'^ Aye !'' cryM a second sland'rer, with a sneer, 
«« I know a story like it-<-You shall hear.-*- 
«* Poor Mistress Siddoks, die was orderM out 
«' To wait ioo upon Ma jxsty^ to spOMir-^ 
«« To read old ^lakespwe's Jsyau like ii to 'em; 
" And how to mind their stq>s» and commas, shew 'epi-: 
^ She read— was told 'twas very, very fine, 
** Excepting hai^ and ^here a line— 

'' To which the Royal wisdom did object— 
'< And which, in all the pride of emendation, 
*' And partly to improve her reputation, 

** His M-j— y thought proper to correct : 
** Theh turning to the Partner of his Bed, 

** On tiptoe moimted by self-appro^tion, 
" A very modest elevation, 
*' He cry'd, ' Mind, Charlt, dua'i the way to read«* 

f The Actress reading, spouting*— out of breath, 
^' Stood all the time— was nearly tii'd to death i 
^ ^< Whilst their great MJ-^ies, in Royal style, 
* '' At perfect ease were sitting all the while. 
** Nor ofTer'd to her was one drop of beer, 
^ Nor wine, nor chocolate, her heart to cheer; 
'' Ready to drop to earth, she roust have surit, 
^ But for a child, that at the hardship shrunk— 
" A little P&iNCE, who marked her situation, 
'* Thus, pitying, pour'd a tender exclamation! 

* la ! Mistress Siddons is quite faint indeed, 
\ How pale ! I'm sure she eannot longer read : 

' * She somewhat wants, her spirits to repah;, 

* And would. Fro sure, be happy in sl chair/ 

•' What followed?— Why, the R-y-l pair arose 
'' Surely enough, one fairly mav suppose I 
" And to a room adjoining maoe retreat, 
f^ To let her, fotxiot minute, 5te«2ajeat, 



At 
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** At lenglh the Actress ceasM to read and spout 

•' Where generosity's a crying sin : 
" Her curtesy dropp'd — and nodded to — came out — 

•* So rich 1" — How rich ! — " as rich as she vicnt in" 
Soch are the stories twain !— Why, grant the fact, 
Are Princes, pray, hkc common folks to act ? 

Should Ma r a. call it crueUy, and blame 

Such R-y-1 conduct, Td cry. Fie upon her ! 
To Mistress Siddon<i Treely say the same — 
Sufficient for such people is the Itonour ! 

E'en T, the Bard, expect no gifts from Kings, 
Although Pve said of them such handsome things ; 
Nay, not their eye's attention, whose bright ray 
Would, like the Sun, illumine my poor lay. 
And, like the Sun, so kind to procreation.. 
Increase within my brain the maggot nation. 
So much for idle tales, — Now Muse, thy strain 
Digressive, turn to Drawing-Rooms again. 

There too was Pitt, who scrap'd and bow'd to ground, 
And whisperM Majesty, 'twas vastly fine : 

Then wish'd such harmony could once be found 
Where he, each day, was treated like a swine. 

By that arch-fiend Charles Fox, and his vile party ; 

Villains 1 iit nought but black rebellion hearty ; 

Fellows ! who had the impudence to place 

The sacred sceptre underneath the mnccy 

And twisted ropes, with malice disappointed, v 

To hamper or to hang the Lord's Anointed. 

To whom a certain Sage so earnest cr}'d, 

'* Don't mind—don't mind — the rogues their aims 
" have miss'd — 

^' Don't fear your place, whilst I am well supply 'd — 
*' But mind, mind poverty of Civil List, 

Vol, L A a '' Swcaf 
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" Swear ihat no K — g*s so poor upon the gtobe; 

" Compare me — yes, compare me to poor Job. 

" Whal, what, Pitt — hae? We must have t'other 

" grant— 
" What, what? You know Pitt, that my old dead 

*' Aunt* 
*' Left not a sixpence, Ritt, these eyes t(: bless, 
" But from the parish sav'd that fool at Hesse. 

" But mind me — hae, to plague her heart when dying, 
" I was a constant hunter— Nimrod still ; 

'* And when in state as dead's a mack'rel lying, 
*' I car'd not, for I knew the Woman's Will, 

" And three day after she was dead, 

♦'Which some folks thought prodigiously profane^^ 
** I took it — yes — I took it in my head, 

" To order Sir John Brute at Drury- lane : 
** Had she respected me, I do aver, 
" I should have stay'd at home, and thought of iusr* 

♦* And mind — keep George as poor as a church 

" mouse; 
** Vote not a half-penny for Carleton House: 
*' This may appear like wonderful barbarity — 
*' But mind, Pitt mind — he gains in popularity* 

*' I see him o'er his father try to rise, 
*^ And mount an^ea^gle to the skies ; 

" But poverty will check his daring flight— 
** Besides, should George receive a grant^ 
** He gets the eolden orbs I want — 

" Then Civil-List de6ciencies, good night ? 

•The late Princess Amelia, sent nearly four hundrtd thousand , 
pounds out of ihc kingdom ; yet what is that sum to^ten or twelve 
milUons which may one day travel from the nation. Tbia is a sc- 
TLuus affaiF} and which ought to be looked to. 

-* And 
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'• And hae t that wicked son-m-law of Brown,* 
'* Losing all »ort of rev'rcnce for a Crown, 

*' Hath sent me in a bill so dread — 
" What's very strange too, Pitt, Til tell ye more, 
•' The rascal came into my house, artd swore 

" 'Twas a just bill and that he tnusi be paid ; 
•' Yes, that he would, he swore— (how saucy ! Pitt) — 
" Or send a lawyer to me with a ivritx 

" Down sent I Ramus to him o'er and o'er, 
** To ray lliat Brown had had enougli — 

** And bid iiim to the Palace come no more 
" To pester Majesty with bills and stuff. 

" What, Pitt, pray don*t you think I'm right — quite 
"riglu?" 
On which the Premier, wlih a faull'ring bow, 
Slar'd in the face by Truth — kx)king 1' don't know 
how, 

Hetn'd out a fairjt assent— Heav'ns how polile 1 
How pretty *lwas in Pitt, what great good ^ense, 
Not to give Majesty the least offeree ! 
Whereas, the Chancellor, had he bee*n there. 
Whose tutor one would think, had been « bear. 
Thinking a Briton to no (onus confin'd. 
But born with privilege to speak his mind, 
. Had answer'd with a thund'ring tongue, 
V I think you Majesty d-mn-tion wrong :— • 
•' I know no moral wpi^escnpUvc right 
" In Kings to *** a subject of a mite : 

" Give him his just demand — it is but fit— 
•' Such littlenesses look extremely odd-* 
*' Before me should the matttr come, by G-d 

" Your Majesty will cursedly be bit: — 
*' Kings by a sense of honour should be sway 'J—* 
" Holland must, will, by God he shall, be paid." 

• Mr. Hodlaiid, the architect, who married a daughter of the 
late Cttpabiiiltf Brown, and who hath several times imih-rt'tnenilw 
troubled the Palace with a bill of two thousand pounds, diic for 
work done by his father-in-law ii\ the Royal gaidcns. 

A a '^ Lord 



^26ft ODE UPON ODE. 

Lord Roc H FOR D, too, the gentle youth ! was there, 
\Vl;ose ^weei fa hem voice is oRen sported 

In glees and catchei? ; so that all who hear, 
JBelieve a pretty scmi-vir imported. 

Anxious to please the royal pair. 

Lord Salisbury praisM the words and airj 
M) Lord— ^w ho boasts a pretty tuneful palate. 

Who kindly teaches cobblers how to sing. 

Instructs^ his butler,. baker, on the string, 
And with Apollo's laurel cowushis valet.** 

" A cobbler, baker, chan^'d to a musician, 

" Butlers, and lick-trenchers !'' my reader roars ; 
~^' The sacred urt is in a sweet condition— 
" A pretty way of rubbing out old score* I 

" God bless his generosity and pur^e: 

" Soon probably hi« grandmother, or nurnc, 

'* May to the happy band unite their notes— 
". Perchance, the list respectable to grace, 
" His Lordship's favorite horse may shew bSs facCn 

" And ^arn, as chorus singer, all his oats**' 

There too, that close attendant on the Kin c^ 
Sir Charles,! the active, elegant, and supple, 

JoinM with the happy Beings of the ring. 

And bovv'd, and serop'd before the sceptred couple ; 

Pour'd high encomium on the birth day din. 

And won the yneed of many a royal gri-n. 

Sir Charlies I the most polite, devoted manj^ 
Formed perfectly upon the Courtier plan. 
Watches each motion of the royal lips. 
And round his Majesty so lively skips ; 

=^ H;s Lordship made some sad appointments to his Majesty's 
hand — ignorant, unmusical rogues, wlu> receive the salary, and 
thrum by proxy : however, he hath behaved better laietyy and 
made atonement, by giving Shield, Dance, Blake, P.arUe, and 
H:'ckwood, to the band. • ( 

t Sir Chgrks Thompson. 

' Keon 
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Keen as a hawk^ observes liis Sovereign's eye, 

. Explores its wants, and dwells upon its stare. 
As if he really was to live or die 

According to th' appearance of the glare : 
Hops, dances, of true courtliness the type. 
Just like a pea on a tObacco-pipe. 

Oft will his sacred M y look down. 

With aspect conscious of a glorious Crown : 
Look down with surly grandeur on the Knight, 
As if such servile homage was his right; 
And, by a stare, inform the fearful thing. 
The difference 'twixt a subject and a King. 

Thus when a little fearful puppy naeets 
A noble Newfoundland dog in the streets. 

He creeps, and whines, and licks the lofty brute ; 
Curls round him, falls upon his back, and then 
Sprines up and gambols- -frisks it l^ack agen. 

Ana crawls in dread submission ib his foot j 
Looks up, and hugs his neck, and seems t'intreat hira. 
With evVy mark of terror not to eat liira. 

The Newfoundland dog, conscious of his might. 
Cocks hi^h his tail and ears, bis state to show ; 

Then lifts his leg (a little unpolite) 

And almost drowns tlie supplicant below; 

Then seems, in full-blown majesty^ to say, 

" Great is my power — but, lo ! Til not abuse it ; 

*' FmC-aiSARl paltry creature go thy way; 
*' But mind, I can devour thee, if 1 chuse it.'* 

Sir Charles at theatres oft shows his m^ep. 
Skips from his Majesty behind ^he sc^ne. 

To make a famous actress bl^st, by saying. 
How pleasM the Monarch is — how oft he clapp*d. 
How oft the Queen her fen so gracious tapped. 

In approbation of her charming playing ! 

A a 3 Then 
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Then \^ ill the Knight, with motions all so quick^ 
Kiish back again, oVijonM, through thin and thick. 

And to their Sacred N1aje?lies repair, 
J.oadcd with curtsies, sj^cechcs, thanks, fine things ! 
Proud as some old damc^s nag with queens and kin^s 

Of gingerbread to grace a country' fair. 

Then will Sir Charles race back, with boldjcareer. 
With something way the Royal moUths shall utter,. 

Sv\ cet to the Actress's astonish'd ear. 

As sugar-plmiis to brats— or bread* and butler; 

Then back to Majesty Sir Charles will fTy 

Will) the great Actress's stihlime reply; 

As for example—" Dear Sir Charles, dear friend, 

** Pray thank their Majesties' extreme good naturCj^ 
«' Who in. their goodnesses can condescend 

" To honour thus their poor devoted creature : 
*' Whose patronage gives glory to a name: 
" Whose smiles atone confer immortal fame.: — 
•' I beg Sir Charles, you'll say tlie humblest things—^ 
" Commend me to the best of (slucens and Kings^ 

Back with the messages Sir Charles will run. 
And with them chai'm of Majesty the Sun, 
And bid him, like his brother in the skiejf. 
Dart smiling radiance from his mouth and eyes!- 
Thrace happy Knight! alj parties form'd to please ! 
Blest porter of such messages as these ! 

Thus mi^lst the battle's rage, like lightning, scours 
An Aide-de-camp; his GeneraPs order carrying ; 

Bravely he gallops through the bullet show'rs. 
But scarc^e' a single minute tarrying; 

Then to the General back with answer comes, -• 

'AliiUt the deep thunder of great gims and drams; 

Now 
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Now forth again with more command Ite sallies. 
Then back, then forth again behold hiip hurry ; 

To this which runs away, to that which rallies. 
All bustle,, uproar wild, and hurry scurry 1 

- Yet was there otk? who much the day decry 'd— 

Old Lady Mary Duncan (says report) 
" What, no dear, dear C«5/rfl^o here !*' she sigh *d; 

" Why then, p-x take the roarings and the Court 5 
*' Then Lord have mercy on my torturM ears, 
" And shield me from the shouts of such He Bears^ 

" Are such the pretty notes to please ? 

" Then may I never more hear sounds like these f 

" In days of yore they might have had their meritj^. , 
*' Amongst the raras-horiis to have borne a bob 
" That drd at Jericho the wond'rous job—- 

" Knock 'd down the wall with so much spu:it». 

" The sounds may answer to play tricks 

'* Amongst a pack of drunken asses ; 
*' To break, as if it were with sticks, 

, '* The bones of bottles and poor glasses. 

•' Where, where is Pacchierotti's heart-felt strain^ 

" Where Rubinelli^s sostemtto note I 
*' That tickled oft: my sighing sour to pafn ? 

*' That bade my senses in Elysium float ? 
" Avaunt ! you vile black-bearded rogues — avaunt \ 
*' 'Tis smooUier chins, and sweeter tones, I want** 

Viy Lord of Exeter was also there, 
Who^ marveling, cock*d his time-discerning ear 

To strains thai did such honour to a Throne : 
There Ux b r i d c e taugj?t the audience how to thinh^ 
With much significant and knowing wink. 

And speeches ctad in Wisdom 'is critic tone ; 
Who looked musicians through with half-shut eyes 5 
Most solcrawj most chro?fiatica% wise ! 

• ■■ Sandwich^ 



idft-^ 
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SandwicI!, the glory ofeadi jovial meeting. 
This ficWler now — now that, so kindly greeting. 

Appeared, and shrewdly pourM his ftaJts and hums : 
Great in tattoo, my Lord, and cross-hand roll ; 
Great in the dead-march stroke sublime of Sau1« 

He beats Old Assbridge"* on i]\e kettle-drums* 

What pity, lo our milUary host, 

Thai suth a charming drummer should be lost f 

And feel through life his glories overcast. 
And that dull Board,t \yhere, never could he learn^ 
Of ships, the diiPrence between stem and «/«•», 

Heu-coops and boats, the rudder and the mast. 

Say — 'midst the tuiteful tribe was Edmund Burke ? 
No! MuN was cutting out for Hastings, work; 

Writing to Cousin Will J and Co. to league *eraL 
Against that rogue, who Tike a ruffian rose. 
And tweakM a bulse of jewels from the nose 

Of Dames in India, christened Munny Bq^um. 
Edmund I who formerly lookM fierce as Grimbatd 
On that most horrid imp. Sir Thomas Rumbold ; 

Vow'd, like a sheep,* lo slay that Eastern thief; 
Till sirangegoodforiuneoipeiVd Edmund's eyes : 
Oh ! then he heard of Innocence the cries^ 

And, like Jew converts, damn'd his old belief* 
Yet, let 5owe|>raise for Mun's conversion pass 
To that great wonder-worker. Saint Dundas. 

Edmund ! who battled hard for Powell's fife. 
And swore no man, in virtue, e'er went further : 

To prove which oath, this Powell took a knife, 
And made the world believe it, by scff'tn^urther^ 

Reader, suppose I give thee a small Ode, ♦ 

Afade when vile TitPoo.SAiu in triumph rode^ 



• A kettle drummer of great celebrity. 

+ The Admiralty. J In India, 



And 
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And playM the devil on our Indian Borderi/ 
In person, or hy vile Satanic orders : 

I When Edmund Burke, so famous for fine speeches. 

From trope to trope, a down right rabbit, skipping 
Meant, school hoy like, to lake down Hastiv GsbieecheSp 
\ And give the noble Gove A nor a whipping? 

If rightly. Reader, I translate thy phiz, 
I Thou smiPst consent — I thank ihec — here it iV. 

But mark my cleanHness ere I begin : 

Know, I've not caught the itch of party siji ; 

To Pitt, or Fox, I never did bdong; 

Tkuth, Truth I seek— so helpraeGop of Sono! 

• PVhaps to a Heathen oath thou may*st denmr: 
Well then — Suspicion that I inay'nt incur. 

But, like a Christian, swear / do not tham'^ 
By all the angels of yon lofty sky. 
Where burning seraphims and cherubs cry, 

Vm of po party— curse me if I anj ! 

By all those wonder-mongers saints and martyrs, 
Cut for the love of God in halves and quarters $ 

By each black soul in purgatory frying ; 
By all those whiter souls, thou?|6;h we can't see *cni^ 
Singing their Ave-Marif ^nd Te Deiim 

On yon bright cloud — I swear I am not lying.. 

No I free as air the Muse slindl spread her wing, 
Ofit7ito7«, and u7iew, and ly/m/ she pleases, singj 
Though Privy-Councils,* jealous of her note, 
Vrescrib*d, of late, a halter for her throat. 

Let folly spring — my eagle, falcon, kite. 

Hawk — satire — what you will — shall mark her flight;/ 

Through huts or palaces ('lis just the same), 

With equal rage, pursue the panting gamej 

* Tliis is a piece of scciQt history. 

An4 
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And lay (by princes, or by peasants, bred) 
Low at the Owner's feet, tlie Cuckoo, dead** 
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MUCH edified am I by Edmund Burke f 
'Well-pleas'd I see his mill-like mouth at wprk> 
Grinding away for poor Old England's good : 

He gives oF elocution such a feast ! 

He tells of such dread doings in the East ! 
And sighs^ as 'twere for his own flesh and blood.: 

Shroff, Chotit, Lack, Omra, DuatucK Nxtbob^ Buioders^ 
Crore,' Choultry , Meguni^ leave his lips in ihunder. 
With matchless pa/lo5, Mun describes the gag 
Employ'd by ihatjlamnM son.of Hyder Naig^ 
Nam'dTtPPoo-»«Gags! that Britijih mouths deteU t 

Occasion'd partly by that man so sad, 

TJiat Hastings ?— oh ! deserving all that's bad— «» 
Tliat villain, murderer, tyrant^ 4og» v^ ild beasst \ 

Poor Edmund sees poor Britain^ setting sun ; 
Voor Ed Mu N D ^roaiw-<.-and Britsiin is mione t 

Reader! thou hast^ I do piesume^ 

(God knows though) been in a snug room. 
By coals or wood made comfortably warm ; 

And often fancy 'd that a storm withotd 

Hath made a diabolic rout — 
Sunk ships-.--tore trees up — done a world of harm* 

Yes ! thou hast liRed up thy tearful eyes. 

Fancying thou heardst of mariners the cries^ 

And sigh'd* " How wretched now must thousands be ! 

*' Oh ! how I pity the poor souls at sea!" 

When, lo I this dreadful tempest, and his roar, 

A ar^/fi/r— in the key^hole of the door I 

- Now. 



IsTow^ may not £q m u n d's howlin jjts be a sl^ 

Pressing through Edmun d's lungs forloavesandfisheSy 

On which he long liatli lookM with longing eye. 
To fill poor £i»MVMo's not o^er*burthen'd dishes? 

<7ive MuN a sop^^-forgot; w^tU be complaint ; 

B& 1 T A I N "be safe, and H a s r,i v &s prove a Saira,^ 



NOW for the Dr»wing-room*~-0 Muse, so madding^ 
Delighted in digression to be gadding. 

Ham^en and Fortescue (brave names 1 ) attended^f- 
The last in Catches wonderfully mended. 
The lovely Lady Clargestoo wa<( there. 

To all the graces as to music born ; 
Whose notes so sweetly melting s^thethe ear ! 

Soft as the robin's to the blush of morn ! 

There to the rare Vwl^di-Gamha Pratt, 
Whose fingers fair the strings so nicely pat. 
And bow that brings out sounds unknown at Babel—* 
Though not so sweet as those of Mister Abel, 
Dear Maid ! the daughter of that Prince of Pratts, 
Who music cans as well as law ; and swears 
The girl shall scrub no soul but Handel's ears, 
ITo whom he thinks our great composers, cats : 

Idlest,' Sacchini, Haydn, Bach, and Giuck» 
And twenty more, who never bad the luck 

"To please the nicer ears o^some crowned folk^ 
Ears that, like other people*^s though they grow. 
Poor creatures! really want the. sense to know. 

Psalm tunes so mournful from the old Black Joke. 

That musty music-hunter too — MitSr D, 
Much travePd Burney, came to hear and see ; 
He, in his tour, who found such great protectors-— 
Kings, Queens^Dukes, Margraves,Margravines,Electors, 

Who 
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Who asked flie Doctor many a gracious question. 
And treated him with marvelous hospitality ; 

Guessing he had as clever a digestion 

For meat and drii^, as music of rare qualify. 

Not with roueh gleeilie Boctor heard the Ode, 
But turn*d his disappointed eyes 1o*God ; 

And vvish'd it his own setting, with a sigh : 
Tor, ere to SaPsbury's house the Doctor came. 
To get, asOoE-sKXTER, enrolPd his name. 

Behold ! behold the wedding was gone by. 

Ah ! how unlucky that the prize was lost 1 

PawQns,'Whx), daring, dashM thro' thick and thiti— < 
Eclipse the second ! — got like lightning in. 

When Burney just. had- reachM«the distant post* 

Yet, gentje Muse, let candour this allow. 
That, though his heart was mortified enow. 
The Doctor did his rival's art admire. 
And own'd his maiden crotchets full offire ; 
Crotchets! though sweet, alas! condemn'd to lie. 
Like Hoy al virtues, hid from mortal eyei 

Crotchets that songful Mister Parsons tries 
To Tom's big phrase; to make sublimer criesi 

Thrice happy union to entrance the soul I 
How like the notes of cats; a vocal pair. 
By boys (to catch their wild and mingled air) 

T)M tail to tail, and thrown across a pole! 

But where was ^reat Sir Watkyn all this time ? 
Why heard he not Che air and lofty rhyme ? 

The s'leok Welsh Deity, who music knows ; 
The AtEXANDER of the Tot'n'am * troops. 
Who, tutorM by his stampings, nods, grunts, whoops. 

Do wond'rous execution with their bows ? 

•^- Sir Watkyn is a Member of ihe Ancient Music Concert in; 
Tottenham-Street, and wrnch attended to, botti for his art and 
science* * . - 

Sir 



Sir Watkyn, deep ii^disintftl dudgeon gono, ■ 
I Far in his Cambrian villa f sat alone ; 

I To Mistress WalsinghamJ he scmbb'd his base, 

I Whilst anger swell'd the volume of hi* face, . 

I Flaming, like suns of London in a fog ; 

Of Mistress Walsingham he sung with ire ; 
His eyes as redaa ferrel^s eyes, with fire ; 
His mighty soul for vengeance all a^og; i 

Achilles thus, affronted to the beard. 

His sledge-Iike. fist o'er Agamemnon- rear'4, . > ; 

And down his throat would fain his words bavcxavim-d i 
Who, after oaths (a pretty decent voUtyJ 
And rating long the Monarch for 4iis folly, 

Jn/bffn'd the King of Men he might be d-mn'd ^ - 
Then to his tent maj.eslic slrdde, Co strum 
And scrape his anger out on tweedie-duiiK 

"Vet Mistress Walsingham the Qdfi attended.; ., 
From 'Squire Apollo lineally desqended— ' 

>V dame who dances, paints, andplajs, aiidsFiig*;; 
The Saint Cecilia— Queen of wind and strir ; !. 
Though scarcely bigger than a cat — a dame, '. - 

Wlidst the Bas Bkus, a giant as ^famc. , J. i I 

When fiddle, hautboy, clarinet, 'bassoon^ " ' . 

On Sunday Cdeem'd by ui, good th ri^iti^ins^ ochlT' '* ' 
Tjnite their clang, and])our'their merry tunc" ' '" 

In jiggish gratitude to God;. , ,, y^^^^^, ..,.,^ r 
Lo ! ir a witless Men;iber should desire, .,,.,,. . •.. , r 

Instead of Handel, strains perchance of Hpy^dp,^ .. / 
A fierce Semiramis she flames with fire— ' / \ ,. 

This Amazonian, crotchet-loving maiden i 
Sire looks at him with such a P^ir of eyes ! , *'' , j, 

Reader, by way of «W/e-cligression, , / . . . /, 
Which to my subject happily applies — j /. 

Didst ever see Gr//;(a//iiVi in a passion, '^ ' ' ^ 

\ . .V ■:'. 

t Wynnestay. ; 

I The quarrel between th« Knijhtand thclncU' was a wjpn- 
dcrfulonc — la/dirm animis co'Icsli&us ircc?'^ ^ "^ • , 

Vql, I. B b '' '^ ^''^ '' IVifiliig 
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Lifting her hack» and ears^ and taily anfffaair; 
Giving her two expressive gogglers, 
(Not in the sweet and tender style of oglers) 

A fierce^ broad, wild, fix'd, furious threatening stare? 

If so— thou may^st some faint idea have 
Of (his great Lady at her tuneful cIub-« 

Who very often bath been iieard to rave. 

And with much eioquence the Members snub. 

Some people by their souls will swear, 
Hiat if Musicians miss but half a bar. 

Just like an Irishman she starts to bother ; 
And, in the violence of quaver-madness. 
Where nought should reign but harmony and gladness^ 

She knocks one tuneful head against another; 
Then screams in such chromatic tones 
Upon Apollo's poor affrighted sons. 
Whose trembling tongue.<^ vvhen her's begin to sound. 
Are, in the dire vociferation, drown'd ! 

Thus when old Oxford's bell, baptiz'd Great Tom^ 

Shakes all the city with his iron tongue. 
The little tinklers might as well be dumb 

As ask attention to their puny song. 
So much the Lilliputians are o'ercome. 

By the defep thunder of the Mighty Tom. 

Handel, as fam'd for manners as a pig, 
Enrag'd, upon a lirtie pulPd off his wig. 
And flung ifpltirnp in |)o6r Cuzzoni's face. 
Because the little Syren missM a grace: 
Musicians, therefore, should beware ; 

Or in the face of some unlucky chap. 
Although she cannot fling a load of hair. 

She probably may dart her cap. 

Oft when a youth to i?ome sweet blushing maid 

Hatii slily whispered amatory things. 
Arid, more by passion than by music sway'd. 

Broke on the tuneful dialogue of strings ; 
• ' RousM 
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Rous'd like a t%ress from a favorite feast> 
U(> hath the valiat)! G«ntleWoman sprung. 
With lightning look, and thcind'rin^ trnigrtfei 

Ready with out-stretch'd neck to eatth« beast ' 
That boldly dar^d — «?f> blasphemously msh— 

Mix with the air divine his love-sick tri^h. «. 

Reader, attend her— she will so enrich ye 

With music knowledges of every kind, ' 

From that poor nothing*monger, old Quihci, 
To Handel's lofty and capacious tnind ; ' 

Run wild divisions on the various merit 

Oithis and that composer's spirit- 
On GlucR's sublimities be all socliAtfy ; 

Talk of the seriocomic of Piccini, . 

Compare tlie elegance of swe^t Sacchini, 
And iron melodies of old Scarlatli ! 

But not one word on Britrsh worth, I ^'een } , 
Their very mention giv^s iht Dame the s^l^en : 

*Twere e'en disg#iac6 to tell their mawkisfi tiames i 
Mere cart-horses — poor uninventive fools,- 
Who neither music make, nor know its rules : 

Whose works «tiotfld only come to light [wfiatheBi 

To depths of music doth this Dame pretend. 
Nought can her science well transcend,— • 

If you the Lady's own opinion ask ; 
And when she talks of musical cnditers. 
She shews a vast acquaintance with all writers, 

And takes them critically all to task. 

Dear Gentlewoman ! who^ so great, so chaste. 
So foreign in her iwccdle^dummish taste. 
Faints at tlie name of that en< banting fellow. 
The melting Armroso, Paisiello ! 

With notes on Tarchi, Sarii, will o'erwh<^!ro ye ; 
Giordani, sweeter than the Hybia iioney ; 
Anfossi, Cimerosa, Bach, Bertoni^ 

Rauzzini, Abel, Pleyel, Guglielmi ! 

6 b 2 Can 
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Can tell you, th^t tb^ Italian, school is airyj 
Expressive, eleg^nt^ lightAsIa fairy ; 
The Geripao, heavy, deep scholastic ; 

The French, rn^st miserably whining, moanii>gj. 

Oft like poor devils in. the colic groaning. 
Noisy and groaning, hideous^ Hudibrastic, 

The female visitors around her gaze. 

With v^'ond'ring eyes, and mouths of wide amaze^ 

To hear her pompously denij^iid the key 

Of evVy piece musicians play ; 

Astonish'd see this Petlicoat-Apoljo, 

With stamping foot, and beckoning hands 
And head, time-nodding, issue high commands;». 

Beating the Tot*n'am-road Director * hollow. 

Yes — they behold, amaz'd, this tunefal whale, - 
And catch each crotchet of her rich discourse, 
UtlerM with classic elegance' and forces 

On DUuomc and Chrontatic scale : 
Then gtare to see the Lady wisely pore 
On scientific zig-zag score,. 

Reader;^ at this great Lady's Sunday meeting, 
*Midst tuning instmmcnts, each other greetings 

Screaming Bs if they had not met for years,. 
So joyous, andiio great their clatter Ir^say,. 
Didst ever see this Lady. vStriking 4 ' 

Upon her harpsicliord^ with bending ears ? 
With open piouth; and^tare profound. 

Attention nail'd, and 'head awry. 

Watching each atom of the tuneful cry. 
Till /i/tf7/«>tf unison goes round ? ' ^ . 

Didst ever her hands OMtstretchM like wingsy 
Towards the Band, though led by CkameRj 

Wide swimming for pianos on the strings-*- 

Novv sudden raised, like Mister Christie's hammer,. 



* Joah Bate, Esquire^ 

Ta 
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To bid the/o7'/e* roar in sudden thunder. 
And fill the gaping multitude with wonder? 
Thou never didst ?— then, friend, without a hum, 
I envy thee a happiness to come ! 

" He moulds his harp,*' quoth Tom, *' to manners mild;'* 
To Kings, for babe-like manners sUnple styPd, 

And grac'd with virtues that would fill a tun;, 
To him the Poet humbly makes a leg. 
Who, goose-like, brooding o'er the fav'rite egg 

Of Genius, gives the Phoenix to the sun. 

To him, who for such eggs is always watching. 

And never more delighted than when hatching ; 

Which makes tlw; number offer'd to the sun. 
So vast! — why, verily as thick as peas. 
That people may collect, with equal ease, 

A thousand noble instances, as one. 

What numbers. Wis wo m to his care hath giv*n ! 

All hatch'd — some lining — others gone to Heav'n : 
Thus in the pinnick\s f nest the cuckoo lays. 

Then, easy as a Frenchman, lakes her flight: 
Due homage to Jhe eggs the pinnick pays. 

And brings the little lubbers into light. 

The modern poet sings, quoth To m again. 
Of M— chs, who, witli economic fury. 

Force all the tuneful world to Tot^n^am-lane, 
And lock up all the doors of harmless Drury.:); 

• Motions established by the Cognoscenti for shewing the light 
and shade of music. 

f A bird so called in some countries, that attends the wise 
bird, and feeds him. 

J The Oratorios were to have been performed at Drury-lane, 
this year, under the conduct of Mr, Linley and Dr.'Arnold. The 
Mara was to have exhibited her vocaiUies. This would have been 
a death-stroke to the pigmy performance in Tottenham-court 
Road« How should the pigmy be saved ? By killing the giant .• 
and lo ! his death-warrant hath been signed — By w"hat power of 
the constitution ? None ? — Can the Graud Manarque do more ? 
iluic^uid delirant Rcges, plectuntur Achivu 

JB b 3 'Say, 
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Say, whylhis curse on Drury's harmless dodr. 
That thus, in anger, M-~— y should lock, il ? 

Muse, arc the lot'n'am -street subscribers poor ? 

Will Drury keep some pence from Tcit'n'am's pocket > 

Doth tlireat'ning bankruptcy extend a gloom 

O^er the proud Walls of Tot'n*am's regal room ? 

Perchance 'tis Mara*s song that gives offence ?- 

hinc nice lacftryma /—I fear : 
The song that once could charm the R — I sense^ 

Delights, alas ! no more the Royal ear. 
Gods ! caji a guinea darken ev'ry note. 
And make the nightingj^le's a raven's tliroat ?• 

But let me give his M^-- — y a hint. 

Fresh Irom my brain's prolific mint/ 
Sujiposc wc amateurs should iri a fury^j 

Just take it in our. John-EuU heads' to* say 

(And lol 'lis very. probable we «^y> 
*' We mill have Oratorios at Driwry V* 

Alow mupt he look > Blank—wonderfi^lly blank j 
And think such speech an insult on his rank ? 
What could he* do ?— oppose with ire so hot ? 
I think his M— y had better not /* 

Pity a King should with his subjects squabble 

About an Oratorio or a Play : 
It puts him on a footing with the rabble ; 

And that is most unkingly, let me say. 

Suppose he comes off conqueror ! — alas ! , 

For such a victory he ought to .sigh. 
But', Lord ! suppose it so should come pasv 
. Tliat Majesty comes off "with a black eye ? 

* Indeed his M ^y hatli pnidcntly^ taken the hinb^ Dniry, 

. in spin; of the Royal frown, hath bad luir Oratorios performed, to 
the no snuUl moi tiiicacion of poor desec^tcd Totienhamh 

■ ; • . ^ Whether 
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Whetlicr he lose or win Ihe day. 

The world will christen it a polity fray* 

Kings should be never in the wromg^ — 
They never are, some wiseacres declare, 

Poh ! such a speech may do for birth day song; 
But makes us philosophic people stare t 



I know a certain owner of a C- 



Not quite a hundred miles from Windsor towB^ 
Who harbour'd of his neighbour horrid notions-^ ' 
A widow gentlewoman, who he said, 
Vopji'd from her window ev'ry day her head 
Impertinent to. watch his Royal motions^ 

'' What?. what?/' quoth M ^y, " lit teach her 

*' eyes, 

" To take jiiy motions by surprise : 
*' One cannot breakfast, dine, drink tea, nor sup, 

*' But, whip ! the woman's head at once is out, 

" To see and hear what we are all about : 
" ril cure her of that trick — and block her up.'*" 

Mad as his military GRACEf 
For fortifying ev'ry place* 

* Yet let us give an instance of ^rbng proceedings. — A certain 

K andQ , insteakl of hating concerts at their palace, in the 

style of other Princes, sych as the King of France, the Emperor, 
the Empress ot Russia,&c. have entered into xi private subscriptioii 
for a concert in a pitiful street. They pay their six guineas a-piece; 
and, what is more extraordinary, get in their children, as we are 
told, graiis! What is still more extraordinary, they have entered 
into a bond for borrowing two thousand pounds for putting the 
house into a decent cepair ; fitfor Che reception of the K?-— — of 
the first empire upon, earths Of whom has this., money, been 
borrowed? Marvelling reader! of the poor musicians' fund! which 
money might have been placed out to a much superior advan- 
tage. Let me add, that the subscribers order a formal rehearsal 
previous, to every concert; so that, in fact, they get a double con- 
cert for their moneys— undo.ubiedly to the vast satisfaction of 
tlje singers, of the happv Cramer, Borghi,. Shield, Cervetio, &c. 
■who, in this instance, earn their money not very unlike the pa- 
tient and laborious amm::^! citicd sl ctratfhorsc\ 

t Duke of Richmofid. 

From 
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' From dockyards to a necessary house. 

The M-^ — ch dreamt of nothing but the wall. 
The saucy spy in petticoats to maul. 

And make her eagle pride crawl like his louse. 

Now workmen came, with formidable stones« 

To block up the poor widow Jonbs, 
Who markM thi» ^iread blockade, and with a frown. 

And to the cause of freedom true. 

One of the old hen*s chicks so blue. 
Fast as the K— built vp, tlie dame pulPd down. 

Twas up — 'twas down — 'twas up again — 'twas down- 
Much did the countrywith the baltle ring, 
'Between the valiant Wlriow and the K > ' 

That admiration rais'd in Windsor tow n s 
The mighty battl'ing Brou^hlons, and the Slacks^ 
Ne'er knew more moriey betted on their backs. 

Sing, heav'niy Muse, how ended this affray : 
Just as it happens, faith, nine limes in ten. 
When dames so spirited engage with mea; 

That is — th' heroic Widow won the day : 

The K could not the woman maul 5 
But found himselt most shamefully defeated t 
Then, very wkely, he retreated. 

And, very prudently, gave up the wall. 

Now sing, O Muse, the warlike ammunition 

Us'd by the Dame in her besieg'd condition. 
That on the host of vile invaders flew ; 

Say, did no God nor Goddess cry out. Shame ! 

And nobly hasten to relieve the Pame 
From such a resolute and hostile crew? 

Yes—- Neptune, like her guardian angel, kind, ^ 
Join'd the poor Widow Jones, asd ran up stall's; 
Then fiercelj^ caught up certain earthen wares. 

And, pleas'd his fav'riie element to findj 



Bid, 
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Bid, on their heads, the briny torrents flow, ' 
And wash'd> like shags, the combatants below. 

The goddess CFoacina too, 'so hearty, 
Rush*d to the Widow's house, and join'd (be party 5 
But say, whai ammunilion fill'd her hand,. 
Fame for the Widow to acquire,' 
To bid the enemy retire. 
And give to public ^corn the daring band ? 

What that strong ammunition was, the Bard 
Heard as a secret — therefore must not tell;. 

Nor would he for a thousand pounds reward. 
To beaux reveal it, or the sweetest belle* 

Yet Nature possibly bath made a snout. 

Blest with sagacity to stneil it out. 

Reader, Aon'i stand so, staring like a calf; 
Thy gaping attitude provokes my laugh ; . 
Thou think'st that Monarchs never can act ill r 
Get thy liead shav'd, pqor fool ! or think so stilL 

Whether thou deem'st my story false or true, . . 

I value not a rush. 
Wilt have another ; — " No.'' — Nay, prithee do^ — 
•' I won't."-^Thou shaft, by Heavens ! so pritbea 
hush ! 

But ere I give the tale, tny tuneful bride. 

My Lady Muse, shall talk of Kings and Pride. . 

Some Kings on thrones are children on the lap ; 

Children, that all of us see ev'ry day ; 
Brats that kick, squall, and quarrel with their pap. 

Tearing, and swearing they will have their way : 
And what, too, their great reputation rifles. 
Kings quarrel, just like children, about trifles. 

Moreover— 'tis a terrible afl^air 

For kingly worship to be kick'd by fellows 

Who probably feed half their time on air. 
Mending old kettles or old bellows. 

My 
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My Lady Pride's a very \ohy being. 

Much pleasM witli people's scraping, bowing, kneeing^ 
Fruitful in egotisms, and full of brags ; 

Her Ladyship in nought can brook denial i 

And, as for insuh, 'tis a killing trial. 
And more especially from men of rags. 

For Pride, such is her stateliness, alas ! 
Rather than feel the ktckings of an ass. 
Would calmly put up with a leg o^ horse; 
Though pelting her with fifty tinies the force; 
Nay, though her brains came out upon the ground^ 
Were brains within her head-piece to be found. 



A KING AND A BRICKMAKER.* 

A TALE. 

A KINGr, near Pimlieo, witfi nose aftd state. 

Did very much a neighbotiriiig brick-kiln hate,. 
Secau^se the kiln did Vomit iiasty smoke j 

Which smoke — 1 can't say very nicdy bred — 

Did very often take it in its head 
To blacken the Great House, and try the K — to choak. 

His sacred Majesty would, sputt'ring, say. 

Upon a windy daty, 
'< Pll mate the rascal and his brick-kihi hop— 

" P-x take the smoke— the sulphur !*— zounds !— • 

"It forces down my throat by pounds ; 
" My belly is a downright blacfcsmith's shop.** 

One day, he was so pesterM by a cloud- 
He could not bear it, and thus bawi'd aloud ; - 

" Go/' roar'd his M^ y unto a Page, • 

Worked, like a lion, to a dev'lish rage. 



♦ A Mr. Scottc 



Go, 



^ Go, tell the rascal who (he brick-kihi owns, 
" That if he dares to burn another brick, 
*' Black all my house like hell, and make me sick, 

*' rU tear his kiln to rags, and break his bones/' 

O^ Billy Ramus set, his errand told : 
On which the Brickmaker, a little bold, 

Exclaim'd, '\He break my bones, good Master Page, 
*' He say my kiln shan't burn another brick, 
'' Because it blacks his house, and makes him sick ! 

^' Billv, go, give my love to Master's rage, 
" And say, more bricks I am resolv'd to burn ; 
" And if the smoke his Worship's stomach turn, 

^ Tell him to stop his mouth and snout : 

" Nay more, good Page ; his M y shall find 

" ril always t&e th' advantage of the wind, 

^* And, dam'me, try to smoke him out.'* 

This was a shameful ipessage to a K— * 

From a poor ragged rogue that dealt in mud ; 

Yet, though so impudent a thing, 

The fellow's rhetoric could not be withstood. 

Stiff as against poor Hastings, Edmund Burke, 
This Brickmaker went tooth and nail to work. 

And form'd a true Vesuvius on the eye : 
The smoke in pitchy volumes roll'd along, 
Rush'd through the Royal dome with sulphur strongs 

And, thick ascending, darken'd all the sky. 

To give the smoke a nastier stink. 
Indignant Reader, what dost think ? 

The fellow serap'd the filthiest stuff together, 
Old wigs, old hats, old woollen caps, old rugs. 
Replete with many a colony of bugs. 

Old shoes, old lxx>ts, and all the tribe of leather. 

Thus did the cloud of stink and darkness shade 
The building foj: the lord's Anointed made. 

And 
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, And blacken it like palls that grace a burying 
Thus was this man of fnud and straw employ'd. 
And at the thought so wicked, overjoyM, 
Of smoking God's Vicegerent like a herring ; 

Of serving him as we do parts of swine. 

With turkey that to i>lease our taste combiner 

But. lo ! this daring baneful rogue of brick 

Fell, for his Sovereign fortunately, sick. 

And, ere the wretch could glut his spleen and pridcp 

By turning Monarchs into bacon — died. 



THE tnodern bard (quoth Tom) sublimely sings 
Of sh^rp and prudent economic Kings, 

Who rams, -and ewes, and lambs, and bullocks feed. 
And pigs of every sort of breed. 

Of Kings who pride themselves on fruitful sows ; 
Who sell skim milk, and keep a guard so stout 
To drive the geese, the thievish rascals, out. 

That ev^ry morning usM to sudc the cows :* 

Of Kings who cabbages f and carrots plant 
For such-as wholesome vegetables want ; 

Who feed, too, poultry for the people's sake. 
Then send it through the villages in carts, 
To^heer.(how wondrous kind !) the hungry hearts 

OF such as o7i/y p«y for what they take. 

The poet now, quoth Tom's rare lucubration, 
Singeth commercial treaties — commutation — 

Taxes on paint, pomatum, milk of roses, 

Olympian dew., gloves, sticking-plaster, hats. 
Quack med'cines for sick Christians, and sound rats. 

And all that charm our eyes, our mouths, or noses, 

* Is it possible for this story to be true ? We would rather 
"give it as apocryphaL 

f Mr. Wharton says in his Ode, ** Whopiant the Civic Bay :^* 
but he assuredly meant cabbages and carrot j;— the fact proves it. 

The 



The modern bard> says Tom« sublimely sin^s 
Of virtuou^ g^acious^ good, uxorious Kings^ 

Who love their wh'cs so constant firom-their-heart; 
Who down at Windsor daily go a shopping. 
Their heads, right royal, into houses popping, : * > 

And doing wonders in the haggling art. . \^.^ 

And why, in God's name, should not Queens and )Clngs 
Purchase a comb, or corkscrew, lace for cloaks, ' 

Edging for caps, or tape for apron strings, ' 

& pins, or bobbin, cheap as other folks ? 

Reader! to make thine eyes with wonder stare, 

i tcW thee farthings claim tfie Royal care ! 
Farthings are helpless children of a guinea : 

If not well watch'd, they travel io theiV cost; ' 
Tor,lo! eatbcopper-visag'dliUle ninney ' ' 

is very apt to stray, and to be lost, ' ' * 

Extravagance J never dar'd defend; 
The greatest Kings should save a candle end^ 
Since His an axiom sure^ the more folks save, j 

The more, indispuledly, Ihey.inust Aat7e. 
Crown'd heads, of savings should fippear examples; 
And Britaio really boasts iv^ppreUf^ samples! | , 

The modern poet ^ingat^ quoth Tom agatn^ 

Of sweet excisemen, an obliging train ; 
Who, like our guardian aiigeLs, watch our houses. 

And add another civil obligation 

That addeth greatly to our reputation — ' j 
. Hug, in our absences, pur- loving' spouses. 

Reader I when^tir'd, I*m fonc^ of faking breat|i : 
. Now, as thpUjdo^t g.4mire the^rue sublinjcj, ' ; , , 

And, consequently,. rny immortal rnyrae, . ,; 
'Tis clear thou never canst desire my death. 

Sivans, in their songs, must mi^sicalljr die; 
If that's the oase then* Reader so inight /. 
Let me, then, join thy wishes — slay thy rajpttife. 
And nurse my iung^^ to sing a second chapter/ , ' 

.....Y9f'I- ^ ^ C^ " - • I^ 



ajO ODB'tJF^II OBI. 



IN CO^NTINUATION. 

*' /^R ANT hie an honest feme, or grant me none,* 
^^ Says Poptf (I doii't know where) a Gttlo liar; 

Who, if heprais'd a man, 'twas in a tone 
That maoe his praise tike bunches of sweettsitiar. 

Which, wMIe a pleasing fragrance it bestovv^s. 

Pops out a prijtty prickle on your nose. 

Were some folh to exclaim, who fill a tlirone^ 

** Grant me an honest fatine, or grant me none;*' 
Such Princes were upon the foclorn nope : 

Soon, very soon, tq reputation dead. 
Their idlfe Lanreals, feil.h, siight shut up shop/ ' 

And bid theirlofty genius go tb B^d. ' " 

Muse, this is. all we!I said; but not t' oflTend ye, 
I beg you will not cultivate cli^ression-^ 

Plead not the poet^ ^uidtibet auiendi; 

For surely there are limits to th' expfression: 

Then cease to wanton thus in episode; 

And tell th6 world of Mister War tor's Ode. 

The modern poet^ LaureailTfiOM A s> says. 
To Botany's grand island tunes his lays, 

Fix'd fbr the swains and damsels of St. Giles, 
Whose knowledge \ti the hocus-pocus art 
Bids them from Britain somewhat sudden s^tart. 

To teach to southern dimes their ministerial wiles^ 

Improve the wisdom of the commonweal. 
And teach the simple natives how to steal : ' 
The pickkick sciences, so dark, explain ; ■ 
And to ingenious murder turn each brain; 

Quoth Tom again — the modern poet singf 
Of sweet, good'-oatur'd, inoffensive Kings'; 
Who, by a ipiracle, e^ap'd with life— 
Sicap'd it damsel's most tremendous- knifes ' 

• Aknife 
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A knife that had been taught, by toil and art. 
To pierce the bowels of a pye or tart. 

Thus, having giv'n a full display 

Of what our Laureat says, or meant to say; 

I'll beg of Thomas to instruct my ears,, . . • 

Why, in his verses, he should call 
The knights who grac'd the high-arch'd Hali, 
A set of bears?* 

Why the bold steel-clad kniglits of elder days 

Are not entitled to a little praise. 
Who for God's cause did palace, house, and livt scttj 

As well as Monarchs ot' the preflsent date, * ' 

Whose dear religion, of which poets prate,* 
Might Jodg;^, without much squeezing, in a nutshell^' 

^' Wliat King bath small religion r" thou repliesL 

** If G-.... the Tk-...thQu meanest^bani, thou Hesl.'* 

Hold, Thom Aa-^-4i«t so ^ious i I know thiiigs 

That add i\ot/lo the piehr oiE .*. .. ' iV 

I've seen a K. atcimpeC IiiBdare, 

Yawn, gape, laugh, in the middle of a pray'r.- - 

When inward his sad opt?cs ought to roll. 

To view the dark. condition of his soul ; 

Catch up an opera-glass, with curious eye, 

Forgetting God, some stte.nger's phiz to spy. 

As though desirous to observe, if Heav'n 

Had Christian features to the visage giv'n; 

Then turn (for kind coijlffiuflicatioii, keen) 

And teli some new-found wonders to the Queen. 

Thus have tbese eyes beheld a cock so stately, 
(Indeed these lyric eye^Wheld one lately) 

Laboring upon a dunghill with each knuckle; . 
When, after many a peck, and scratch, and scrub. 
This hunter did unkennel a poor grub. 

On which the feHow did so strut and chuckle! 

♦ Vidg the woTdSdwige, in the taureat's Odefor the new year. 
C c 2 He 
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He peeked and squinted— peckM and k^in'd agcn. 
Hallooing lustily lo Madam I/en ; 
To whom, with arirs of. triumph, he lookM round. 
And told vvhat noble treastire he had found. 

" Ah ! Peter, Peter," Laureat Thomas cries, 
'* Thou hast no fear of Kings before thy eyes ; 
" Great— Htt lei— all with thee are equal jokes, 
*• And mighthy Monarchs merely conunon folks, 
,'* Ah ! wicked, wicked, wicked Peter,- know—*' 
Know what ? ** That Monarchs are not oierely show; 
" SwdsXhey possess, jand on a glorious scalje." 
To this I aiwwcr, Thomas, with a tah, 

A Duke of Burgundy (I know not ^wJiich) 
Thus, on a certain liji)e, addressed a poet :— 

^' I'm much afraid of that same scribbling itch. 
'* You've wit-*-Lut pray be cautious how you show it $ 
. *'- Say^nolhing ia yoor rhvmes' about a King : - 

" If praise, 'tis lies-r-if ^lame,.mdaii^rousthing/^ 
That is, the Duke believ^dtfie King, unctvilr 
Might kick Ite saucy poet to the deviL 

T. W, 

PxTEa^ there's odds 'twixt staring and stark mad-w 

Who dares deny it? — So there is, egad I 

T. W. 

Thou think'st no Prince of common sense possest— 

P.P. 

Thomas, thou ar^mistaken, I protest. 
On Stanislaus the Muse could pour her strain, . 
Who, dying, sunk a Sun upon Lorraine : 
Too like the parted Sun, with jgtory crown'd— 
He fill'd with blushes deep th' Horison round. 
Fred'rick the Great, who d icd the other day, 
Pad for himselft indeed, a deal to «ay : 



We. 



Wt must not touch upon that King*^ hdHtf'^ ^ 
Because I fear he seldom said lus prajrVs ! 

Nor dare we say the Hero waskno thief> 
Because he plunder^ ev'ry body's wares. 

I'm told the Emperor is vastly wise— 
And hope that Madam Fame hath told no lies : 
Yet> in his disputations with the Dutch# 
The Monarch's oratory was not much r 
Full many a trope from bayonet and drum 
He threatened — but, behold ! 'twas all a hum. 

Wise are our gracious Q* - ' s superb relations^ 
The pride and envy of the German nations ; 
People of fashion, worship, wealth and state-^ 
Lo ! what demand for them, m hear'n^ of tate! 

Lo ! with his knapsack, ev'n just now departed, 
As^fine a soldier, iiaith, a.s ever started— ' 
Whom Death did almost drtad to lay huclmjos on — 
Old Captain what's his name? — Saxehilberghausen;*' 
For whom (with zeal, (or folks qfwonhip, burning) 
We once, again are blacken'd up by mourning ; 
To show by glove, cloth, ribband, crape, and fan, 
A peck of trouble for th' old gentleman* 

Ah me ! what dozens, dozens, dozens. 

Our Q hath got of unclfes, aunts, and cousins I 

Egad, if thus those folks continue dyin^. 
Each Briton, doom'd to dismal black. 
Must always bear a hearse-like back« • ; ,« 

And, like Heraclitus, be always crying. . 

Great is the northern EmpresSji I confess ! 
Much, in her humour, like our good Queen Bess; 

* Great Uncle to our most gracious Q. He died in the Empa*. 
r«c'8 service. 

Cc3 Who 
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Who keeps her fair court dames from getting, drank :^ 

And also temperate herself, folks say; 

She scarcely drinks a dozen drams a day; 
And, in iave ntatters, is a Queen of 5jicaiArr 

Yet like I not such woman for a wife — 

Such heroines, tn a matrimonial strife^ 
Might hammer from one's tender head hard notes ; 

1 own my delicacy is so great, 

I cannot in dispute, with rapture, meet 
Women wjio ?ook like men in petticoats. 

Oft in a learnM dispute upon a cap. 

By way of answer one might have a tlap-'^ 
PVhaps on a simple petticoat or gown-— 

Nay ! possibly on Madam's being kis^d ! 
And really I would rather be knockM down 

By weight of argument, than weight of fist. 

I like not dames whose conversation runs 

On battles, sieges, mortars, and ^real guns : 
The mjider Beauties win m^ softened soul. 

Who look for fashions with desiring eyes ; 
pleased when on tites the conversations roll, 

Cork rumps, and merry thoughts, and lovers* sigh?. 

Love! when I marry, give me not an ox — 
X hate a woman like a sentry >box ; 
Nor can I deem that dame a ciiarming'creature^ 
Whose hard facejiold's an oath in ev^ry featurcr 

In woman, angel sweetness let me see: 

No galloping horse-godmothers for me. 

I own I cannot brook ;uch manly hdks 

As Mademoi«iene d*£onSj and Hannah SnelTs: 

Yet men there are (how strange are Love's decrees !) 

Whose paktes e'en Jaek-Gentlewomett please. 

* At an Assembly at Petersburg, some years since, which wa» 
^oi^urcd witiv the presence of the Empress, one of the jules 
was, that oo lady shouM cojne drunk iato the.Foom* 

How 
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WowikPrent, Cjnthia, fifom thy form so fitir. 

That triumphs in a love*inspiring air ; 
Superior beaming ev'n where thousands shine*** 

Thy form ! -^where all th^ tender graces playA 
^And, blushing, seem in ev'ry smile to say» 
'^ fiehoU we b(»st an origin divine f'^ 

See too the Queen of France — a gem, I ween ! 

With rev'rence let me hail that charming Queen^ 
Sliss to her King, and lustre to her race. 

Though Venus gave of beauty half her store. 

And ail the graces bid a world adore — 
Her smallest l^auties are the charms efface, 

T. W. 

Heav'ns ! why aln-oad for virtues must you roam? 

P. P- 

Because I cannot find them, Tom, at home* 

I beg your pardon — yes — the Prince of Wales 
(Whose actions smile contempt on ScandaPs tales) 

Ranks in the Muse's favour high* 

I wish tome folks, that I could name with case. 
Blest wiih his head — his heart — ^wpow'rs to please*— - 

Then Pity's soul would cease from many a sigh ! 

The crouching courtiers, that surround a throne, 
^nd learn to speak and grin from one alone. 

Who watch, like dancing dogs, their master's jiod— 
Are ready now, if horsewhipp'd from their places. 
At Carlton House to shew their supple fatfts. 

And call the Prince they vilify, a God. 

T.W. 

Thinkst thou not Caesar doth the arts possess ^ 

P.P. 

Arts in abundance! — Yes,, Tom — yes, Tom — ^yes ! 

T. W. 
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' T. W. 

Think^sttbou not Caesar woidd ^acb joy forego,. 
To maKe Us duidrea happy ^ 

No, Tom— no» 
T-W. 

What! notonebag, to bless a child, bestow ?-- 

Heav'n help thy folly!— no> Tom — no, Tom — noj 
The sordid souls that Avarice enslaves. 
Would gladly grasp their guineas in theagrav€9; 
Like that old Greek — a miserable cur, 
' Who made himself his own executor. 

A cat is with her kittens much delighted ; 

She licks so lovingly their mouths and chins : 
At ev'ry danger, lord ! how puss is frighted ! 

She curls her back, and •swells her tail, and grins, r 
Rolls her wiki eyes, and claws tlie backs of curs. 
Who smell too curious to her children's furs. 

This happens whilst her cats are y»^g indeed ; 

But when grouwvp, alas! how changM their luck T 
No more she plays at bo-peep with her breed. 

Lies down, and, mewing, bids them come and suck. 

No more %he sports and pats them, frisks and purs : 
Plays with their twinkling tails, and licks their furs ; 
But when they beg her blessing and embraces, 
Spils, like a dirty vixen, in their faces. 

Nay, after making the poor lambkins fly. 
She watches the dear babes with squinting eye; 
And if she spies them with a bit of meat. 
Springs on their property, and steals their treat, 

- No 
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No more a tender love she seems to feel ; 

The dev'l for her may eat 'em at a mea]«— 

With all H ER soul ; 'the jade, so wondrous saving, ' 

Cries,' ** Off!- y<Ai now are at your own beard-shaving/' 

So — to some K..*8 this evil doth belong ; — 
Th' intelligence is good, 1 make no doubt ; 

Who seem to like their offspring when they're young, 
£ut lose that fond affection when they're stout ; 

Far off they send them— Hior a sixpence give : 

I wonder, Thomas, where such M hs live! 

Should such a M h, Thomas, cross thy way» 

And for thy flatt'ry ofier butts of sack ; 
Say plainly that he would disgrace thy lay ; 

And, turning on him thy poetic back. 
Bid, like a porcupine, thine anger bristle ; ^ 
Nor damn thy precious soul, to wet tliy whistle. 



CONCLUSION. 

THINK not, firiend Tom, I envy thee tliy rhymej 
By numbers, I assure thee, deem'd sublime ; 

Or that thy Laureates place my spleen provokes ; 
The King (good man!) and I should never quarrel^ 
E'en though his royal wisdom gave the laurel 

To Mister Tom-a-Stiles, or John-a-Nokbs. 

pid-fashion'd, as if tutor'd in the ark, 
I never sigh'd for Gloay's high degrees: 

This very instant shouM our Grand Monarque 
Say, "Peteb, be my Laureat, if you please :" 

" No, please your Majesty," should be my answer^ 
'' With sweetest diffidence and modest grace ; 

** The office ^uits a more ingenious man. Sir ; 

^' In God's name, therefore, let 9dm have the place: 

** Unlike the poets, 'tis my vast afHiction. ' - 

ff To be a miserable hand 9i fiction. 

''But, 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Pbtse nobly acknowledgeth error, suspecteth an inter- 
fering Devil, and supplicateth his Reader— -He boast- 
isth, wittily parodiettiy and most learnedly quoteth a 
Latin Poet— He sheweth joajich affection for Kings, iU 
lustratingit by a beautiful simile— Peter again waxeth 
witty — Resolution declared for rhyme inconsequence of 

. encouiagement from oar two UmyBiesiTiEs^-rPETER 
wickedly accused of King-roastihg ; refuteth'tHe male, 
volent charge by a most apt illustration — Peter criti- 
ciseth the blunders of the st^s — Peter replieth to the 
charges brought against hiiA by the World— he display, 
cth great Bible knowledge, and maketh a shrewd ooser. 
vatioa on Kii90.DATiDyUR%A|ir^ndthe Sheepi such 
as no Commentator 'ever tnadef. before-— t^BTte 2 chaU 
lengeth Courtiers to equal his intrepidity — ^and pro vet h 
his superiority of courage by giving a delectable tale of 
Dumplings— Peter answereth the unbelief of a vo- 
ciferous World—- Declareth toth wrthus love for K in g j 
—Peter peepeth into futurity, and tellcth the fortune 
of the Prince of Wales— He descanteth on the high 
province of ancient Poets, and display cth classical ctvl- 
iiition— Peter holdeth conference with a Quaker^— . 
Peter» as visual, tumeth rank £poti^/— He telieth 
strange news relating to Ma j e s t y and Pepp£rAro£n 
—Peter apologiseth for impudence, by a tale of a 
French King — Peter, imitating Ovid, who was 
transported for his impudent Ballads, talketh to his 
Ode— suggesteth a royal answer to Odes and Ode. 
factors — Happily selecteth a story of King Canute, 
illustrating the danger of stopping the mouths of Poets 
with halters, &c. instead of m€at*«-P£T£R concl^deth 
with a wise observation. 



AN 
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APOLOGETIC POSTSCRIPT 

TO 

ODE UPON ODE. 



JtvEADER, I solemnly protest 

I thought that I had work'd up all my rhyme! 
What stupid demon "hath my brain possess'u ? 

I prithee^ pardon me this time, 

Afibrd thy palience through more Ode ; 
*Tis not a vast extent of road : 

Together let us gallop then along : 
Most nimbly shaH old Pegasus, ray hack, sHr* 

To drop the image — prithee. hear my song, 
I Some ' more last words of Mr, Baxter >* 

\ A wondrous fav'rite with the tuneful throng, 

■ Sublimely great are Peter's pow'rs of* song : 

j His nerve of satire, too, so very tough, 

I Strong without weakness, without softness rough. 

What Horace said of streams in easy lay. 
The marv'ling World of Peter's tongue may say; 
His tongue, so c*opious in a flux of metre, 
" Labxtur et labeturI" 



Vol. I. * Dd OD£ 
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ODE. 



\^ ORLD I stop thy mouth — t am resolvM to rhyme— 
I cannot throw away a vein sublime : 

If I may take the liberty to brag ; 
I cannot, like the fellow in the Bible, 
Venting upon his master a rank libel. 

Conceal my talent in a rag: 
icings must continue still to be my theme — 
Eternally bf Kings I dream. 

As beggars ev^ry night, we must suppose. 

Dream of their vermin, in their beds; 
Because, as ev*ry body knows, 

Such things are always naming in their heads. 

Besides— were I to write of common folks, . 
No soul would bay my rhymes so strange, and jokes: 
Then what becomes of mutton, beef, and pork ? 
How would my masticating mu^les work ? 

Indeed, I dare not say they would be idle ; 

But, like my Pegasus's chaps, so stout, ^ 

Who plays and wantons with his bridle. 

And nobly Hings the foam about. 

So mine would work — *' On what r" my reader cries. 
With a stretchM pair of unb lieving eyes — 
Heaven help thy most unpenetrating wit ! 
On a hard morsel — Hunger's iron bit* 

By all the rhyming goddesses and gods 
i will — I muss, persist in Odes ; 

Aiid 



I ■ 



TO ODE UPOK ODE. 30S 

And not a pow'r on earth shall hinder: 
I hear both * Universities exclaira^ 
'* Peter, it is a glorious road to fame ; 

" Eugh Poctu magnc — well said, Pindar !** 

Yet some approach with apostolic face. 
And cry, ^* O Peter, what a want of grace 

" Thiw in thy rhyme to roast a King!*' 
I roast a King ! J?ic»Heav'ns 'tis not a ract— 
I scorn such w.yvorr)Hnd disloyal act : 

Who dares assert it, says a slanderous thing. 

Hear what I have to say of Kings : 

If^ ilnsublime, they deal in childish thin^. 

And yield not, of reform, a ray of hope ; 
Each mighty Monarch iitrait appears to im 
A roaster oi htnueff-^Feh de se ; 

I onl^ act as Cook, and disk him up. 

Reader ! another simile as rare : 

My verses forin a sort of bill of fiire. 

Informing guests what kind of fiesh and fish 

Is (o be found .within each dish ; 

That eating people may not be mistaken. 

And take^ for ortolan, a lump oi b^on. 

WhArMVAr I have heard of King& 

Who place in gossipings, and news, their pride. 
And knowing family concerns — mean things ! 

Very judiciously indeed, rvecry'd, 
" I wonder 
" How their blind stars could make so gross a blunder!** 

" Instead of sitiing on a throne 

*' In purple rich — of state so full, 
'* They should have had an apron on, 

* Thevioleoce af the Universities on this occasion may ptoi 
bably arise from the contempt thrown on thero by his Majesty's 
bending the Royal Children to Gottingen for education ; but have 
not their Majesties amply made it up to Oxford, by a visit to that 
celebrated seminary ? and is not Cambridge to receive the same 
lionours ? 

D d 2 '' And, 
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" And, seated on a three-legg'cl stool, 
*' Coromanded, of dead hair, the sprigs 
** To do their duty upon wFgs. 

" By such mistakes, is Nature often foil'd : 
" Sucli improprieties should never spring— 

" Thus a fine chatterLig barber may be spoilM, 
^ To make a most iiidifPrenl Kin^j' 

" Sir. Sir, (I- hear the v^orld exclaTlJf *^'^ 
" At t(X) high game you impudently aim. 
" How dare you, with your joke§ and gibes, 
" Tread, like a horse, on kiiigly kibes?** 

Folks who caii'lsee their errors, tan^t rrform : 
No plainer axiom ever came from roan 5 

And 'tis a Christiaii*s duty,^ in a storm. 
To save his binkiiig neighbour, if he can ; 

Thus I to Kings my Ode of Wisdom perii ' 

Because your Kings have.souls like common men. 

The Bible warrants me to speak the truth ; " ■ 
Nor mealy-mt^uth'd my tongue in «iJence keep : 

Did not good N.^than tell tl>at buckish youth. 
Da V I d- the Ki n g, that he stole sheep ? 

Stole poor Uria h's little fav*rile lamb — 
An ewe it chancM to be, and not a ram ; 
For had it been a ram, the royal gl^tt6n ^ 

Had never meddled with Ukiah's mutton.. 

What modern Courtier, pray, hath gotthefece 

To sa)'no Majesty, "QKing! 
" At' such a time, .tn such a place, 

" You did a very foolish thing ?" 
What Courtier, .not a foe to .his own glory. 
Would publish of his King this simple story ? 



The 
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* The apple DUMPLINGS and a KING. 



ONCE on a time, a Monarch, tir'd with whooping^ 
Whipping and spurring, 
Happy in. worrying 
A poor, defenceless, harmless buck, 
(The horse and rider wet as muck,) 
From his high consequence and wisdom stooping^ 
Entered, through curiosity a cot. 
Where sat a poor old woman and her pot. 

The wrinkled, blear-ey*d, good, old Granny^ 
In this same cot, illuminM by many a cranny. 

Had finish^ apple dumplings for her pot : 
In tempting row the naked dumplings lay. 
When, lo ! the Monarch, in his usual way. 

Like lightning spoke, "What's this? what's this? what?' 
what?'' 

Then taking up a dumpling in his hand. 
His eyes with admiration did expand ; 

And oft did Majesty the dumpling grapple : 
*' 'Tis monstrous, monstrous hard indeed," hecryM: 
*' What makes it, pray, so hard ?"^ — The Dame reply'd^ 

Low curtseying, *' Please your Majesty, the apple*" 

" Very astonishing ixuleed ! — strange thing !" 

(Turning the dumpling round, rejom'd the King.) 
** 'Tis most extraordinary then, all this is— » 
" It beats * Pinetti's conjuring all to pieces — 

" Strange I should never of a dumpling dream ! 

*' But, Goody, tell me where, where, where's tlie seam ? 

. . * Vornerly a great fevowlte at Court* 

D d S ^ Sir, 
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" Sir, there^s no seam (quoth she) ; I never knew 
'* That folks did apple dumplings sew" 
*' No • (ti^y'tl tbfB staring Monarch with a grin) 
" How, how the devil got the apple in ?'' 

On which the Dame the curious scheme reveal'df 
By which the apple lay so sly concealed. 

Which made Uie Solomon of Britain start; 
WRo to* the Palace with full speed repaired. 
And QueJen, and Princesses so beauteous,, scared. 

All with the wonders of the Dumpling art ! 
There did he labour one whole weelc,.. to show 

The wisdom of an Ap.ple-Dumplikg Maker-.; 
And, lb I so dieep was Majesty in dough. 

The Palace seem'd the lodging of a- Baker. 



. READER, thou likest nof my ta1#, look'st hliitr 
Thou art a Courtier — roarest, " Lies, lies,. lies!'** 
Do, for a moment, slop thy cries— 
J tell thee, roaring infidel> ^tis try».. 

Why should it not be true h — ^The greatest merit 
May ask a foolish question now and then — 

This is liie language of all ages. 
FpLLY lays many a trap— we can't escape it>. 
Nemo (says some one) omnibus ho^ds sapit:: 
Then why not King*> like me^nd other sages ^ 

, Far from despising Kings, I. like the breed,, 

Provided King-like they behave : 
Kings are an instrument we need, 

just as we razors want — tg shave;. 
To keep the State's face smooth— give it an air--*^ 
Like my Lord North's, so jolly, round, and fair.. 

My sense of Kings though freely V impart — 
1 hate not royalty, Heav'n knows my heart.. 

ffihces 
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Princes and Princesses I like, so loyal-^ 

Great Gkor g e's children are my great delight ; 

The sweet Augusta, and sweet Princess Ro^al, 
Obtain my love by day, and pray'rs by night. 

Yes ! I like Kings — and ofl look back with pride 
Upon the Edwards, Harrys of our isre — 

Great souls ! in virtue as in valour try'd. 

Whose actions. bid the cheek, of Britons smilo. 

Muse r let us arsoybnt- arrf look. 
And take a peep into Fate's book. 

Behold ! the sceptre young, Augustus sways 5 
I hear the mingled praise of millions rise ; 
I see uprais'd to Heav'n their ardent eyes. 

That for their Monarch ask a length of days. 

Bright in the brightest SLnnals of renown. 
Behold fair Fame his youthful' temples crown 

With laurels of unfading bloom ; 
Behold Dominion swell beneath his care,. 
And Genius, rising from a dark despair. 

His long-extinguisb'd fires relume. 

Such are the Kings that suit my taste, T own ^ 

Not those where all the littlenesses }o\i\ ; 
Whose souls should start to find their lot a throne. 

And blu^h to show their noses on a coin. 

Reader, for fear of wicked applications^ 
I now allude to Kings oi foreign nations. 

Poets (so unimpeach*d. tradition says)* 
The sole historians were of ancient days, 

Whohelp'd their heroes Fame's high hill to clamber;. 
Penning their glorious acts in language strong. 
And thus preserving, ' by immortal song, 

Their precious name§ amidst their tunefiu ambes- 

Wliat 
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What am / doing ? Lord ! the very same- 
Preserving many a deed deserving Fame, 

Which that old lean, devouring sharks caM'd Time, 

Would, without iceremony, eat 5 

In my opinion, far too rich a treat : 
I therefore merit statues for my rhyme. 

•' All this is laudable (a Quaker cries) ; 

*' But let grave Wis dom. Friend, thy verses rule ; 
•* Put out thine Iron y's two squinting eyes — 

'* Despise thy grinning monkey/ Ri d i c v L E /* 

What ! slight my sportive monkey, Ridicule, 

Who acts like birch on boys at school, 
Neglecting lessons — truant, p'rhaps, whole weeks I 

My RxoicuLE, with humour fraught, and wit. 

Is that satiric friend, a gouty fit. 
Which bites men into health and rosy cheeks": 

A moral Mercury that cleanseth souls 

Of ills that with them play the devil; 
Like Mercury that much the pow'r controls 

Of presents gain*d from ladies overciviL 

Reader, 1*11 brag a tittle, if you please ; 

The ancients did so, therefore why not 1 ? 
Lo ! for my good advice I ask no fees. 

Whilst other Doctors let their patients die ; 
That is, such patients as can't pay for cure— 
A very selfish, wicked thing, Vm sure. 

Now though Pm soul physician to the King, 
I never begg'^d of him th6 smallest thing 

For.all the threshing of my virtuous braiils 5 
Nay, were I my pQor pocket's state t' impart. 
So well I know my Royal Patient's heart. 

He would not give me twopence for my pains* 



B^t 
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But hark ! folks say the King is very mad r 
The news, if true, indeed, were very sad. 

And far too iierious an affair to mock it ; 
Yet how can this agree with what I've heard/ 
That so much by him are my lines rever'd— - 

He goes a hunting with them in his pocket ? 

And when ihroivn ottf— which often is the case, 
(In bacon hunting or of bucks the race) 

My verse so much his Majesty bewitches, • 
That out he pulls my honour*d Odes, 
And reads them on the turnpike roads-- 

Now under trees and hedges — now in ditchea. 

Hark ! with astonishment, a sound I hear. 

That strikes tremendous on my ear ; 

It says. Great Arden, commonly calPd Pepper, 

Of mighty George's thunderbolts the keeper, , ^ 

Just like of Jupiter the famous eagle. 

Is orderM out to hunt me like a beagle. 

But; eagle Pepper, give my jove, - 

Unto thy lofty Master, Mister JovE, 
And ask how h can /square with his religion. 

To- bid thee, without mercy, fall on, 

With thy short sturdy beak, and iron talonj 
A pretty, little, hafmless, cooing pigeon ? 

By heav'ns, I disbelieve the fact — 
A Monarch cannot so unwisely act! 

Suppose that Kings, so rich, are always dumping. 
Praying and pressing Ministers for money ; 

Bidding them on our hive (poor bees !) be thumping. 
Trying to shake out all our honey. 

A thing that oft hath happened in our isle I— 
Pray, shan't we be allowed to smile? 
To cut a joke, or epigram contrive, ^^ 

By way of solace for our.plunder'd hive? 

A King 
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Old Sea retired — the Monarch fierce rushM on» 
And lookM as if he*d drive him from the land : 

But Sea not caring to be put upon. 
Made fbr a moment a bold stand : 

Not only make a stoni did Mister Ocean^ 
But to his honest waves he made a motion^ 

And bad them give the King a hearty trimming : 
The orders seera'd a deal the waves to tickle; 
For soon they put his Majesty in pickle. 

And s^t his Royalties, like geese, a swimming. 

All hands alofl, with one tremendous roar, 
So6n did they make him wish himself on shore; 

His head and ears most handsomely they dous'd ; 
Just like a porpoise, witli one general shout. 
The waves so tumbled the poor ki»g about— 

No Anabaptist e'er was half so soused. 

At length to land he crawl'd, a half drown'd thing, 
Indeedmore like a crab than Hke a King. 

And found his Courtiers making rueful faces. 
But what said C a n u t e to the Lords and Gentry, . 
Who haiPd him from the water, on his entry. 

All trembling for their lives or places ? 

" My Lords and Gentlferaen, by your advice, 
" I've had with Mister Sea a pretty bustle : 

'* My treatment from my foe not over nice, 

" Just made a jest for every shrimp and muscle : 

*' A pretty trick for one of my domlnon ! — 

" My Lords, I thank you for your great opinion. 

** You'll tell me, perhaps, Pve only lost one game, 

"And bid me try another-^ for the rubber : 
" Permit me to inform you all, with shame, 

" That you're a set of knaves, and I'm a lubber." 



Such is the story, my dear Ode, , 
Which thou wilt bear— a sacred load! 



Yet, 
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Yet^ much I fear, 'twill be of no great use : 
Kings are in general obstinate as mmes ; 
Those who surround them mostly rogues and fbols^ 

And therefore can no benefit produce. 

Yet stories^ sentences^ and golden rules. 
Undoubtedly were made for rogues and fools : 

But this unluckily the simple fact is ; 
Those rogues and fools do nothing but admire. 
And, all so dev'Jish modest, don't desire 

The glory of reducing them io practice* 



Vol. I. Ee iKSTftvc* 



INSTRUCTIONS 

TO A 

CELEBRATED LAUBEAT^ 
THE PROGRESS OF CURIOSITY; 

Abltkl 

A BIRTH DAY ODE; 

ALIAS 

MR. WHITBREAD's BREWHOUSE, 



Sic fransii gloria miMdi!-'-^^LT> sun-dials. 

From House of Buckingham, in grand parade, 
To Whitbread's Brezvkoufe, mov'd the Cavalcade, 
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THE ARGUME^NT. 

Jeter's l^yaUy-r^He ^uspccteth Mr.Wartonofjplcing*- 
Complipcntetli the Popt Laureat — Pbtbr differeth in 
opinion from Mr.W^rton — Takcth up the cudgels for 
Kinc Edward, fCi^g Harry V and QLueen Bess— Feast 
on i^ackhcathand ^Imbledon performed by pur most 
graci^iis Sovereign — Kirjg Charles the Second Jialf 
Safnoed by Pjetek, yet praised for keeping company 
vith eenflem<n — Peter praiseth bimsdf-^V^i^K re- 
proved by Mr. Warton — 'pesirptli Mr. Wartpn's pray- 
crs-^-A fiw simile — i eter still s^specteth the Laureat 
of ironical dealings — Peter cxpostulateth with Mr. 
Warton — Mr. Warton replieth — Peter administcieth 
bol4 ^dvjce — V"ittily calleth Death and physicians 
poachers — Pra th the King for parental lenderness — 
Peter maketh a natural simile-— Peter furthermore 
telleth Thomas Warton what to say — Peter giveth a 
beautiful example of Ode-writing. 

THE CONTENTS OF THE ODE. ' 

His l^ajesty*s love for the arts and sciences, even inqua^- 
drupeds— His resohitipn to know the history of brcM^ing 
beer — Billy Ramus gent ambassador to Chi swell-street 
— -Interview between Mess. Ramus and Whitbiread— . 
Mr. Whitbread*s bow, and compliments to Majesty- 
Mr. Ramus's return from his embassy— Mr. Whit- 
bread's tewors described to Majesty by Mr. Ramus — 
The King's pleasure thereat — Description of people of 
worship— Account of the Whitbread preparation — The 
royal cavalcade to Chiswell-street — ^'I'he arrival at the 
Brew-house — Great joy of Mr. Whitbread — His Ma- 
jesty's nod, the Queen's dip^ and a number of questions 
— -A West India simile — The'marvellings of the dray- 
men described— His Majesty peepeth into a pump— 
j^eautifully compared to a magpie peeping into a m^r- 
row-bonc — ^The minute curiosity of the King — Mr. 
Whitbread ehdeavoureth. to surprise Majesty — His 
Majesty puzz^leth Mr. Whitbread — Mr. Whitbread'S 
horse expresseth wonder — Also Mr. Whitbread's dog 
. — His Majesty maketh laudable inquiry about Porter — 
Again puzzleth Mr. Whitbread — King noteth notabh 
things — Profound questions proposed by Majesty — As 
E e 3 pro- 



018 THr ARGUMCirr. 

profoundly answered by Mr. Whitbrcad — Majesty ii* 
a mistake — Corrected by the brewer—- A nose simile*-* 
Majesty's admiration of the bell — Good manners of 
the beri— Fine appearance of Mr, Whitbread's pigs- 
Majesty proposeth questions, but benevolently wait- 
cth not for answers — Peter telleth the duty ©f Kings 
-^Discovereth one of his shrewd maxims—Sublime 
simile of a water-spout and a King — The great use o£ 
asking questions — ^The habitation of Truth— The colla- 
tion — The wonders performed by the Royal visitor^-* 
Majesty proposeth to take leave— OfFereth knighthood 
to Mr, Whitbread— Mr. Whitbread's objections— The 
King runneth a rig on his host — Mr. Whitbread thank- 
eth Majesty — Miss Whitbread curtsicth— The Queen 
iippeth-^The Cavalcade departeth. 



Peter triumphcth— •Admonishcth the Eaureat— Pete^h 
croweth over the Laureat— Discovereth deep know* 
led^e of Kings, and surgeons, and men who have lost 
their legs — Peter rea^neth*— Vaunteth— Even insult* 
eth the Laureat — Peter proclaimeth his peaceable 
disposition — Praiseth Majesty,, and concludeth with a» 
jfri^tr for cumut King$r 
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X 0M> soon as eVr thbu strtk'sl thy goMen lyre. 
Thy brother Peter's muse is all on fire. 

To sing of Kings and Queens> and such rare folk i 
Yet, 'midst thy heap of compliments so fine. 
Say, may we venture to believe a line ? 

You usfrford wits most dearly love a joke. 

Son of tlie Nike, thou writest well on nought: 
Thy thund'ring stanza, and its pompouA thought^ 

1 think, must put a dog into a laugh :. 
Edward and Harry were much, braver men 
Than this new>chris(en'd hero of thy pen ; 

Yes, laurellM Odbman, braver far by half ; 

Though on Blackheath and Wimbledon's wide f^n,. 
Geor&s keeps his hat off in a show'r of rain ^ 
Sees swords and bayonets without a dread. 
Nor at a volley winks, uor ducks his head : 

Although at grand reviews he seems so blest. 
And leaves at six o'clock his downy nest. 

Dead to the charms of blanket, wife, and bolster ;^ 
Unlike his oQkers,. who, fond of cramming. 
And al reviews afraid of thirst and famine^ 

With bread and cheese and brandy fill their holsters* 

Sure, Tom, we should do justice to Queen Hess ; 
His present Majesty, whom Heav'n long bless 

WiUi 
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With wisdom, wit, and arts of choicest quality. 
Will never get, I fear, safine a niche 
As that old queen, though often callM old b — cb> 

In Fame's colossal house (^Immortality* 

As for John Dryden'« Ch AitLes-— that King 
Indeed was never any mighty thing ^ . 

He merited few honours from the pen : 
And yet he was a devlish hearty fellow, 
Enjov'd his girl and bottle, and got meHow,. 

And mmd — kept company with Gentlemen: 

For, tike i9ome Kings, ni liobby grooms, 

Knrghts of the manger, curry-combs^ and bfQ€N»«, 

Lost to all gidry , Ch a r les did not delight-— 
Nor jok'd hy day with p£tges^ servant maids, 
Lar^e, red-pollM, bidway, hard two-handed jades r 

Indeed I kn0W fiot what Chaklbs did by mgftL 

T H o M A« , lam of candouF »igreat lover r 

In short, Tm candour's ^elf alt ever ; 
Sweet as a candied cake from top to ioe ; 

Make it a r«ie that ViiCTUE^all be prais'd,. 

And humbte Merit from ber bua»' be ms'd : 
What tbiak«st tfaou of ;Pb v« a -aovv ? 

ThouciyeiH, ''OhT hew false! behoMthy Kl«g, 
^' Of whom 4hou soarcsely say 'st a^bandsome thing ;, 
** Thu King has virtaes that should make Uiee stare.'^ 

Is it so?-*^Then thes&in's.in iM(( — 

'Tis my vile optics that can't see ; 
Then pray for them, when next thou sa^iM a -Fr^y't^. 

But, p^rhi^,. aio£t on bts impeiial throne. 
So distant, Q'ye Qods ! liom»ev^fy one,. 
The royal yiriues:are tike many a star/* 
FfomthiR«ur pigmy system rather far r 

* Suoh<wa»the sablime opinion. of the Botcii astionMMr Huygeasv 

Whose.' 
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Whose light, though flying ever since creation. 
Has not yet pitchM upon our nation. 

Then may the royal ray be soon explored— 
And, Thom A Sy if ihoul't swear thou art not humming, 

ril take my spying-glass and bring thee word 
The instant I behold it coming. 

But, Thomas Wartok, without joking. 

Art thou, or art thou not, thy Sovereign smoking ? 

How canst thou seriously declare. 

That George the Third 
With Cressy's Edward can compare. 

Or Harry? — ^'Tistoobad, upon my word; 
Geo RGB is a clever King, I needs must own. 
And cuts a jdly figure on the throne.'* 

Now thou exclaim'st, '' God rot it ! Peter, pray, 
*' What to the devil shall I sing or say i'* 

m tell thee what to say, O tuneful Tom : 
Sing how a Monarch, when his son was dying, 
His gracious eyes'and ears were edifying. 

By Abbey company and kettle drum : 

Leaving that son to death and the physician. 
Between two fires — a forlorn hope condition; 
Two poachers, who make man theirgame. 
And, special marksmen ! seldom miss their aim. 

6ay, though the Monarch did not see his Son, 
He kept aloof through fatherly affection ; 

Determin'd nothing should be done. 
To bring on useless tears, and dismal recollection. 

For what can tears avail, and piteous sighs ? 

Death heeds not howls nor dripping eyes ; 

And what are sighs and tears but wind and water^ 

That show the l^dcyness of feeble nature ? 

TOMf 
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ToM^ wilh my stodle thou wilt not quarrel ; 
Like air and any sort of drinks 
Whizzing and oozing through each chink. 

That proves the weakness of. the barreK 

Say for the Fkincb, when wet was.ey'ry eye. 
And thousands pour'd'toheav'n the pitying sigli 

Devout; 
Say how a King, unable to dissemble. 
Ordered Dame Si o dons to his house, and Kbmblk^ 

To spout : 

Gave them ice creams and wines, so dear ! 

DenyM till then a thimble full of beer ; 

For which they^ve thank'd the author of this m^tir^ 

Videlicet, tKemoraJrmender Pbter, 

Who, in his Ode on Odb, did' dare exchtim,, 

And call such royal avaricei arshame. 

Say — ^but FU teach thee how to make an odef 
Thus shall thy labours- visit Fame's abode^^ 
In company with my immortal lay ;. 
And look, Tom— tlius I fire away— 



BIRTH^n4T ODE. 

1 HIS day, this very day,, gave birth^ 
Not to the brightest IPfcnarch upon earth. 
Because there are some* brighter aad as big ;• 
Who love the arts that man exalt to heav^,. 
GeoR G e loves them fei?«o, when theyl-e giv^* 
To four-legg'd gentry, christenM dog and pig,* 
Whose deeds in thjs our wonder-hunting natioa 
Prove wiiat a charming thing is education. 

♦ The dancing dogs and wise pig have formed a. considerablie 
part of the toyal amusement*. 

FuU 
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Full of die art of brewing beer, 

The Monarch heard of Wh it^re a 0*8 fkme : 
Quoth he unto the Queen" " My dear, my dear, 

'' Whitbrbad hatb got a. marvellous^ great name; 
** Charly, w& must, must, muU $ee WHiTBREiD 
brew — .... . . 

*' Rich as us, Cit a rl y, richer'thati a JfeW: 

•* Shame, shame, we'hnve not yet his brewtiqase •leetr!'* 

Thus sweetly said the King unto the Queeh! 

Ked-hot with novelty's delightful rage, 
- To Mister Whitbrbad forth he sent a page. 

To say that Majesty pfoposM* 16 view. 
With thirst of '^wondroUs knowledge *deep inilatR'd, 
His vats, and tub<i> and hops^ and hogshead S'f*«M, 

And learn the noble secret how to brew* ■ ,. . 

Of such undreamt of honour proud. 
Most reverently the Brewer bow'd ; 
So humbly (so the humble story goes) 
He touchM e'en terra firma with his nose j 

Then said unto the page, higlit Billy Ramus, 

^' Happy are we thai our* great King shoukirAame us, 

" As wor4hy unto Majesty to shew, 

" How we poor Chis well people &r^w/' . 

Away sprung Billy RaMus quick as thought; 
' To Majesty the welcome tidings brought. 

How WhItbre AD staring stood like any stake. 
And (rembled#»-^he^ the civil tilings be mid^— , 
On which the Kjng djd ^mile and nod hiy head: 

For Monarchs Ukete see iheir sut^ect^^fziaA;^ : 

Such horrors unto Kings most pleasant ar^. 

Proclaiming rev'rcnce and humility : 
High thoughts too altthose shaking fits declare 

Of kingly grandeur and greai capability ! 

People of wot;ahip> wdaltb, and' birth, 
I^ok on the humbler sons^ of earth, 
Inde^'ln-ft^most'httAibM^t;, Ged kAows ! 

High 
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HiRh station! are like Dover's towViog cliffs. 
Where s^ps below apjiear like little skiffs. 
The people walking oa the strand like crows. 

Miise, 8inR the stir, that happy Wh itbread made ; 

Poor gentleman ! most terribly afraid 

He should not 9;harn> enough his guests divine : 
e gave hisi maids new aprons, gowns and smocks ; 
no, lo ! two hundred pounds were spent in frocks. 
To make th' apprentices and draymen fine: 

Busy as hortei in a field of clover. 
Dogs, cats, aod chairs, and stoolsj were tumbled over. 
Amidst the Whitbread rout <^ prep^tion, 
To.treai the lofty Ruler of the nation. 

Now mov'd Ring, Queen, and Princesses so grand. 
To visit the first Brewer in the land ; 
Who sometimes swills his beer and grinds his meat 
In a snug corner christenM Chiswell-street ; 
But oft'ner frharmM with fashionable ajr,' 
Amidst the gaudy Great of Fortman-square. 

Lord Atle*sbvry, and Denbigh's Lord also; 

His Grace the Duke of Montague likewise. 
With Lady Harcourt, joinM the raree-show^ 

And fix'd all Smithfield's marvMing eyes : 
For lo! a greater show ne'er grac'd those quarters. 
Since Mary roasted, just like crabs, the martyrs. 

Arrived, the King broad grinn'd, and gave a' nod 
To smiling WnrT BREAD, who, had iSod 

Come with hi} angels to bdhold his beer. 
With more respect he never could have met— 
Indeed the man was in a sweat 

So much the Brewer did the King revere* 

Her Majesty contrived to make a dip: 
Light as a feather thien the Kipg <Gd skip, ^ , > 
And ask'd a thousand questions, ^with aJaugh^^ 
Before poor Wbitb^e^au compreMnded A«^; . 

Reader ! 
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Reader! my Ode should have a fzmtTe-^ 
Well ! in Jamaica, on a tamarind tree. 

Five hundred parrots, gabbling just like Jews, 
Vve seen — such noise the feather'd imps did make^ 
As made my very pcricramum ache — 

Asking and telling parrot news: 

Thus was the brewhouse fill'd with gabbling twise. 
Whilst draymen and (he Brewer's TOys, 

Devoured the questions that the King did ask : 
In different parties were they staring seen, 
WondVing to think thay saw a King and ^ueen f 

Behind a tub were some, and some behind a cask. 

Some draymen forc'd themselves (a pretty luncheon) 
Into the mouth of many a gapinj^ puncheon ; 
And through the bung-hole winkM with curious eyeji 
To view, and be iissur'd what sort of things 
Were Princesses, and Queens, and Kings» 
For whose most lofty station thousands sigh i 
And, lo ! of all the gaping puncheon clan. 
Few were the mouths that iuul not got a man ! 

Now Majesty into a pump so deep 
Did with an opera-glass so curious peep ; 
Examining with care each wondrous matter 
That brought up water ! 

Thus have I seen a magpie in the street, 
A chattering bird we often meet, 
A bird for curiosity well known % 

With head awry. 

And cunning eye. 
Peep knowingly into a marrow-bone;* 

And now his curious M— y did stoop 
To count the nails on ev*ry hoop ; 
And, lo ! no. single thing came in his way. 
That, full of deep research, he did not say, 

Voi.L Ff ** What's 
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*• What's this ? ..h«, hae ? what's that ? what's Oih t 

« what's that ?" 
So quick the words trx>, when he deign'd to spe?dc. 
As if each syllable woiild brjsak its neck. 

Thus, to the world ofgrtdt whilst others crawl. 
Our Sovereign peeps into the world of small i 
Thus microscopic 'geniuses explore 

Things that loo oft provoke the public Scorn ; " ' 
Yet swel) of useful knowledges the store. ' 

By finding systems in a pepper-corn. 

Now boasting Whiter e ad serious did declare^ 

To make the Majesty of England stare. 

That he had butts enough', he knew, 

Plac'd side by side, to reach along to Kew : ' 

On which the <King with wonder swiftly ctfi, 

** What, if they reach to Kew then, side by side, 

•^ What would they <io, what, what, plac'd end to 
"endP' / 

To whom, with knitted -calculating^ brow. 
The Man 9f Beer most sotemnly did vow. 

Almost to Windsor that they woukl extend ; 
, On which the King, with wond'ring mien. 
Repeated it unto the wondering. Queen : 
On which, quick turnihr roond bis halter'dbead^ 
The Brewer*s horse, with face astonished, neighed i 
The Brewer's dog too pour'd a note of thunder. 
Rattled his chain, and wagg'd his tail for wonder. 

Now did the King for other boers in<luirP* 
For Calvert's, Jordan's,^ ThraJe's entire ; 
And, after talking of these di^'Vent beecs, 
Ask'd Whitbread if his porterequaU'd tUek's? 

This was a puzzling, disagreeing question ; 
Orating like arsenic on bis host's digetttim; 
A kind of question to the Man of Cftftk 
That not ev'a,Solomion himself WDukl^ftk. 

. Mow 
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Now Majesty, alive to knowledge, to<^ 
A very pretty memorandum-book, 
W ith gilded leaves of asses' skin so white. 
And in it legibly began to write— 

ManorandufH. ' 

A charming place beneath the grates 
For roasting chesnuts or potates. 

Mem* 

T\s hops that give a bitterness to beer— *• 

Hops grow in Kent, says Whitbrea d, and elsewhere* 

Is there no cheaper stuff? where doth it dwell ? 
Would not borae-aloe* bitter it as well/ 

Mem* 

To try it soon oft our small beer- 
Twill save us sev'ral pounds a year. ' 

> Mem. 

To remember to forget to ask 

Old" Whitbrsad to my house one day. 

Nol to forget to lake of beer the cask. 
The Brewer ofFer*d me away. 

Now having pencilled his remarks so shrewdy 

Sharp as the point indeed of a new pin» 
His Majesty his watch^most sagdy view'd. 

And then put up his asses' skin. 

To V/hitbread now deign'd Majesty (o wy, 
" Whi thread, are all your horses fond of hay ?*' 
" Yes, please your Majesly," in humble notes. 
The Brewer answer'd — " also, Sir, of oats : 

F f 2 " Anolhej: 
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*' Another thing my horses too maintains, - 

" And that, an't please your Majesty, are grains.'* 

" Grains, grains/' said Majesty, to fill their crops ? 
** Grains, grains ?— that comes from hops — ^yes, hops, 
" hops, hops ?" 

Here was the King, like hounds sometimes, at fault — 
*' Sire," cryM the humble Brewer, " give me 4eave 
" Your sacred Majesty to undeceive ; 

" Grains, Sire, are never made from hops, but malt/' 

*' True,** said the cautious Monarch, with a smile: 

*' From malt, mah, mak — I meant malt all the while.** 

** Yes/' with the sweetest bow, rejoin'd the Brewer, 

•* A n't please your Majesty, you did, Fm sure." 

** Yes/* answer*d Majesty, with quick reply, 

" I did, I did, I did, 1, 1, 1, 1." 

Now this was ^vise in Whitbreah^ — here we find 

A ver}' pretty knowledge of mankind : 

As Monarchy never must be in the wrcmg^ 

'Twas really a bright thought in Whitbread's tongue. 

To tell a little fib, or some such thing, ' 

To save the sinking credit of a King. 

Some Brewers, in a rage of information. 
Proud to instruct the Roler of a Nation, 

Had on the folly divdt, to seem daran'd clever ! 
Now, what had been the consequence ? Too plain I 
The roan had cut his consequence in twain ; 

The King had haled the wise fool for ever ! 

Reader, whene'er thou dost espy a nose 

That bright with many a ruby glows. 

That nose thou maj^'st pronounce, nay safely swear. 

Is nurs'd on something better than small-beer. 

Thus when thou findest Kings in brewing wise. 

Or Natural History holding lofty station, 
Tnou may*st conclude, with marv'lmg eyes. 

Such Kings have had a goodly education. 

Now 



Now did the King admire the bell so fine. 
That daily asks the draymen all to dine ; 
On which the bell rung out (how very proper!) 
To shew it was a bell, and had a clapper. 

And now before their Sovereign's curious eye. 
Parents and children, fine, lat, hopeful sprigs, 

AW snuffling, squinting, grunting in their stye, 
Appeared the Brewer's tribe of handsome pigs : 

On which th' oDservant man, who fills a throne. 

Declared the pigs were vastly like his own : 

On which the Brewer, swallQwM up injoys^ 
Tears and astonishment in both his eyes^ 
His soul brim full of sentiments so loyal, 

ExcIaimM, " O hea v'ns 1 and can mjf swine 

** Be deem'd by Majesty so fine ! 
** Heav'ns! can my pigs compare. Sire, withr pigg^ 

*♦ royal !" 
To which the King assented with a nod; 
On which the Brewer bow'd, and said, '* Good God !'*' 
Then wink'd significant on Miss ; 
Significant of wonder and of bliss; 

Who, bridling in her diin divine,. 
Crossed her fair hands, a dear old maid. 
And then her lowest curl'sy made 

For such higbhonouxv done her father's swine. 

Now did his Majesty so gracious say,. 

To Mister Whitbread, in his flying wa.y, 

" Whitaread> d'ye nick th* Excisemen now and 
" then? 
** Hae, Whitbbead, when d*y e think to lea veofl^ trade? 
** Hob? what? Miss Whlt bread's still a maid, a maid? 

*' What,, whati the matter with the men?: 

^ D'ye hunt !'^ — hx, hunt? No,, no, you are too old — ' 
'* Youll be Lord May'r— *Lord May'r one day — 

** Yes, yes, I've heard so — yes, yes, soPmtoldr *> 
'*- Djou't, don't the fine tor Sheriff pay; 

F f a I'll 
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•' ril prfck youev'ry year, man, I declare: 
•' Yes, WHiTBREAD-«-yes, yes — you shall be Lord 
" May'f. 

" Writbrbad, d'ye keep a coacb, or fob one, pray? 
*' Job, job, that's cheapest ; yes, that's best, that's best. 
'* You put your liv'ries on the drayroen-^is ? 

" Hre, Whit BR SAD ? you have feather'd well your 
" nest. 
" What,, what's the price now, hx,. of all your stock ^ 
" But, Whitbread, what's o'clock, pray, what** 
o'clock V 

Now Whitbread inward said, ** May I be curst 
•' If I know what to answer first j* 

Then search'd his brains with ruminating eye i 
But c*er the Man of Malt an answer found. 
Quick on his heel, lo^ Majesty turn'd rounds 

Skipped off, and baulk'd the honour of reply • - 

Kings in inquisitiveness should be strong— 

From curiosity doth wisdom flow : 
For 'tis, a maxim I've adopted long,. 

The more a man inquires, the more he'U know^ 

Reader, didst ever see a water-spoutF 

'Tis possible that thou wilt answer, " No/'' 
Well then! he makes a most infernal rout; 

Sucks, like an elephant, the waves below> 
Witli huge prol)oscl; reaching from, the sky,. 
As if he metmt to drink the ocean dry i 
Ai length so lull he can't hold one drop more- 
He bursts— do Wi] rush the waters with a roar 
On somepwor boat,, or <iloop„ or brig,, or ship„ 
And ahi.ost sinks the wand'jer of Che deep i 
Thus have I seen a Monarch at reviews 
Suck from the tribe of officers the news,. 
Then bear in triumph off' each nondrous matter, 
And souse it on the Queen witli such a clatter I 

I always 
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I alwajs would advise folks to ask questions ; 

For, truly, questions are the keys of knowledge ; 
Soldiers, who forage for the mind's digestions. 

Cut figures at th' Old^ Bailey, and at College j 
Make Chancellors, Chief Justices, andjudges^ 
E'en of the lowest green-bag drudges. 

Tlie sages say> Dame Truth delights todwell^ 
Strange mansion ! in the bottom of a well. 
Questions are then the windlass and the rope 
That pull the grave old gentlewoman up : 
'*Damn jokes then> and unmannerly suggestions. 
Reflecting upon Kings for asking questions. 

' Now having well employed his royal lungs 
On nails, hoops, staves, pumps, barrels, and their bungi. 
The King and Co. sat down to a collation 
Of flesh and fish, and fowl of ev'ry nation. 
Dire was the clang of plates, of knife and fork. 
That merciless fell like tomahawks to work, 
i^nd fearless scalpM ihe fowl, tiie fish, and cattle. 
Whilst Whi THREAD, in the rear, beheld the battle* 

The conquering Monarch, slopping to take breath 
Amidst the r<*glraents of death. 

Now turn'd to Wh i t b r g a d with complacenoe round. 
And, merry, thus addressM the Man of Beer : 
" Whiter E A D, is't true? I hear, I Lear,' 

" You're cf an ancient fami!)— renovvi/d— 
" What ? what ? I'm told that you're a limb 
I *' OrPYM.J the famous tellow Vym : 

I *' What Whiter EAD> is it true what people say ? 

I *' Son ofaRound^head are you ? ha; ? hse ? hae } 

*' I'm told that you send BibJe.-i to your votes— 

'* A snuffling round-headed society— 
*' Pray'r-books instead of cash to bUy them coats— 
" Bunyans, and Practices of Piety: 

* Tliis alludes to the late Dr. Johnson's laugh on a Great Pcr- 
[ sonage, for a laudable curiosity in the Queen's hbrary some years 

! since* 

I j; His Majesty h^re made a mistake— Pym was hi» wife's, rela- 

tion. 

•• Your 
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'* Your Bedford votes would wish to change their fare— 
*' Rather see cas'h — ye&, yes — than books of pray'r. 
^' Thirtieth of January don*t you /«e(i? 
*' Yes, yes, you eat calPs head, you eat calPs head." 

Now having wonders dorte on flesh, fowl, fish. 
Whole ho;$ts oi'ertum'd-r-and seizM on all supplies^ 

The royal visitors expre^s'd a wish 

To turn to House of Buckingham their eyes* 

But first the Monarchy sa polite, 

Ask'd Mister Wh it B r e a d if he'd be a Kmghl^ 

Unwilling in the list to be enrolPd, 
Whitbread contemplated the Knights of Peg,. 
Then to his generous Sov'reign made a leg. 

And said, *' He was afraid he was ioo old, 
*' He thank'd however his most gracious King,. 
'* For offering to make him such a Thing/* 

But, ah } 8 diflPrent reason 'twas I fear ! 
It was not age that made the Man of Beer 
. The profiferM honour of the Monarch shun : 
The tale -of Margaret's knife, and royal fright. 
Had almost made him damn the naftie of Kifight,. 
A tale that fairow'd such a world of fun. 

He mock'd the pray'lr * too by the King appointed^ 

Ev'n by himselfthe Lord's Anointed : 

A foe to fast too, is he, let me tell yc ; 
And though a Presbyterian, cannot think 
Heav'h (c;^iarrelHng with meat and drink): 

Joys in the grumble wa hungry belly ! 

Now from the table with Caesarean air 

Up rose the Monarch with his laurell'd brovir,.^ 

When Mister Whitbread, waiting'on his chair, 
Express'd much thanks,, much joy, and made a bow^ 

• For the miracuhms escape from a poor innocent insane wo»- 
man, who only held oat a smalifcaifie iaa piece of wkiite paper,, 
for her Sovereign to weitv 

Miss^ 
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Miss Whitbre AD now so thick her curtsies drops» 
Thick as her honourM father's Kentish hops ; 
Which hopltke curtsies were returned by dips 
That never hurt the ro^al knees and hips; 

For hips and knees of Queens are sacred things^ 
That only bend on gala days 

Before the best of Kings, 
When Odes of triumph sound his praise.— 

Now through a thundering peal of kind huzzas 
Proceeding some from * hii M and un\nr*d jaws. 

The raree-show thought prop r to retire j 
Whilst Whitbread and his cL :ghter Fair 
Surveyed all Chiswell-«;treet wuh lofty air; 

For, io ! they felt themselves some j>ix feet higher ! 



SUCH, Th ow a s, is the'way to write ! 
Thus should St thou Birth-day Songs inditet 
Then stick to earthy and leave the lofty-sky : 
No more of ti tum-tum, and ti turn li. 

Thu& should Sn honest Laureat writeof Kings— 

Not praise them for hnciginarif things ; 

I own I cannot make my stubborn rhyme 

Call evVy King a character sublime ; 

For Conscience will not suffer me to wander 

So very widely from the paths of Candour. 

* When hU Majesty goes to a playhouse, or brewhouse, or 
parliament, the Lord Chamberlain provides some pounds-worth, 
of Mo B to hu2za their beloved Monarch . At the playhouse about 
forty wide<mouthed fellows are hired on the night of their Majes- 
ties appearancc.at two shillings and sixpence per bead, with the li- 
berty of seeing the play graiit. These Stentors are placed Ln dtf« 
ferent parts of the Theatre, who, immediately on the Royal en- 
try into the Stage Box, set up their hovVl of loyalty; to whom 
tkeir Majesties, with sweetest smiles, acknowledge the obligation 
by a genteel bow, and an elegant curtsy. This congratulatory noise 
of the Stentors is looked on by many, particularlycountry ladies 
and genUeraen, as an infallible thermometer, ascertaining the 
warmth of the national rej^ard, 

I know 
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I know full well some Kings are to be seen. 

To whom my verse so bold would give the spleen^ 

Should that bold verse declare they wanted braim» 
I won't say that they never brain possessed — 
They may have been with such a present bless'd^ 

And therefore fancy thatsome kUl remains ; 
For ev'ry well-experienc'd surgeon knows 

That men who with their legs have parted^ 
Swear they have felt a pain in all their toes^ 

And often at the twinges started ; ' 
Then sfar'd upon their oaken stumps Jn vain I 
Fancying the toes were all come back again* 

If men. then^ who their absent toes have mournM, ^ 

Can fancy those same toes at times returned ; 

So Kings, in matters of intelligences. 

May fancy they have stumbled on their senses. 

Yes, Tom — mine is the way of writing Ode- 
Why liftest thou thy pious eyes to God ! * ' 
Strange disaf)pointment m thy looks I read ; 

And now I hear thee in proud triumph cry, 
" Is this an action, Pbtbr, this a deed 

" To raise a Monarch to the sky ? 
*' Tubs, porter, pumps, vats, all the Whit bread 

" throng, 
" Rare things to figure in t*he Muse's song !'* ' 

Thomas, I here protest I want no quarrels 
On Kings and Brewers, porter, pumps and barrels^- 
Far from the dove-like Peter be such strife ! 
But this I tell thee, Thomas* for a fact — 
Thy Cassar never did an act 
More wise, more glorious ih his life. 

* Now God presierve all wonder-hunting Kings, 

Whether at Windsor, Buckingham, or Kew-house : 
And may they never do more foolish things 

Than visiting Sam WmTis&eAD and bis brewhouse 1 
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Peter staringly expostulateth with Thomas on his un- 
precented silence on the royal perfections in his last New- 
Year's Ode — Giveth Thomas a jobation — Tnstructeth 
Thomas in his trade — Talketh of heralds, moles, field- 
mice, and General Carpenter— Telleth a strange 
story of the General— Commendeth Majesty, and laud- 
eth his love of money, with delicious similes — Peter 
informeth Thomas how he might have praised Ma- 
jesty for piety and economy — Peter's great knowledge 
of Nature — He talketh of her different manufactures— 
Peter praiseth the royal Proclamation for leaving off 
sin, and reforming fiddling courtiers and others— Mis- 
tress Walsingham not able to sin on a Sunday—- nor 
my Lady Young — nor my Lord of Exeter — nor my 
Lord Brudenell — ^whose excellence in attending on 
the Rump Royal, Peter highly extoUeth — nor the 
Welsh King Watxyn, whose poor violoncello Peter 
pitieth — nor my Lord of Salisbury — Peter intimat- 
eth an intended reform among cats and dogs, pigeons, 
wrens, sparrows arid poultry — Love between the afore- 
- said animals tt> be severely punished, if made on th^ 
Lord's bay — Monday the most decent day — Sir J ohm 
Dick giveth up Sunday concerts for godliness — Sir 
John's star his hobby-horse — Lords Hampden and, 
Cholmondely reprovedfor profaning the Sabbath by 
a full orchestra, while the Kingenjoyeth only wind in- 
struments — ^Petbr relateth a sad tale of German Mu. 
siciANS, and concludeth with apathetic simile of 4^ 
woodcock— Peter returneth from digression to Tho. 
MAS — Peter asketh shrewd questions of Thomas—* 
Telleth a delectable little story of the King and scratch, 
wigs — Declareth love for Majesty — Praiseth the part- 
nership— Peter' denieth all odium towards his Sove- 
reign, for a jealousy of the Prince of Wales, for his 
rage for Handel, and enthusiasm for Mr. West — ■' 
Peter gives two similes — Peter telleth a tale— Peter 
still insisteth on love for Majesty— Instance th royal ma- 
gnanimity — ending with furiosity and national advan- 
tage — Peter sheweth the King's superiority to the 
Prince inthe^rticleof books — The royal wardrobe's su- 
periority to the shops in Monmouth Street — Peter ex- 
pre.sjseth more love for Majesty— A tale-^-PETER maketh 
Vol. I; G g. » mar. 
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vellous di scovcry of the cause of Th o m a s*s s Hence In 
the article of royal flattery — His Majesty too much 
bedaubed — The King shutteth up Thomas's mouth*— 
Peter telleth Thomas how he should have managed-— 
Peter describeth a devil — Inquireth for Modesty— 
Findeth her — Giveth a lovely picture of Miss Morning— 
And her loyal speech to Peter— Peter cannot exist 
HOT subsist without Kings— -Peter citeth the world's 
opinion of him — Peter finely answcreth it — Peter 
seemeth glad — He asketh a sly question about Cartoons 
— Peter telleth an uncommon storj' — Peter continu- 
' eth talking about Cartoons — Feareth that they are in 
jeopardy — ^Peter concludeth with sublime similes of 
trout, eels, whales, goats^ sheep, and good advice to 
Thomas, 
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SlIFE! Thoma#^ what hatfi swaHowM^ the^prdse^ 

Of royal virtues not the siigiitest metHioti ! 
Strung, like mock pearly so lately' on thy b^« ! 
TeH me, a bmtkfupt, Tom, is thy ifMrenfion? 

How cotiMst thou so thy Patron'^ lame forget. 
As not to pay, of praise, the annual debt? 

Whitkhbad and Cibbsr, all the Laureat throng;. 
To Fa Mt's^tr Temple, twice a year, presented 
Some royal virtues, reaJ or invented. 

In ail the grave sublimity of song. 

Heralds so Itmrf, fcr maity a chance-bovn Wi g ht. 
Creeping firom celbrs, jusf like snails B^om earth, 

Gr moles, pr field-mic^, stealing into fight. 
Forge Arms, to prove a loftiness of birth 3 

Tracing of each ambhious Sir and Madam 

The branches to the very trunk of Adam . 

Then why not thou, the herald, Tom, ofrhyme^ 
Still bid thy Royal Master soar sublime ^ 
Bards shine in fiction ; then bov^ slight a thing 
To make a coat of n>erit for a King ! 

G g 2 Know, 
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Know, General Carpenter had been ia theme 
For furnishing a pretty lyric dream; 

Once a monopolist of nod and smile ; 
Of broken sentences and questions rare, * 

Of snipsnapL whispers sweet, and grin, and stdre. 

For which thy Muse would travel many a mile. 

But lo I the General, for a crying sin. 
Lost broken sentences, and nod, and grin. 

And stare and snipsap of the best of Kings; 
The sin, the crying sin of rambling 
Where Osnaburgh's good Bishop, gambling. 

Lost some few golclf ii feathers from his wings j 
Which made th* unlucky General run and drown— 
Such were the horrors of the rojal frown I 

For lo ! His M y most roundly swore 

He'd nodf to General Carpbmt£r no more. 

Oh ! glorious love of all*commanding money ! 
Dear to some Monarch s, as to Bruin, honey ; 
Dear as to gamblers, pigeons fit to pluck ; 
Or showers to hackney -coach men or a duck ! 

Thomas, thy lyrics might have prais'd the King 
For making smners mind the Sabbath day. 

Bidding the idle sons of pipe and string. 

Instead of scraping jigs, sing psalms and pray; 

Thus piously (against their incKnation) 

Dragooning souls unto salvation. 

The Monarch gave up Mister Jo ah Batb, 
With that sweet nightingale his lovely matr; 

Who with the organ and one fiddle 
•Made up a concert every Sunday night : 
Thus yielding Maj esties supreme delight. 

Who relish cheiapnesa e'en in tweedle tweedle* 

For Nature formeth oft a kind. 
Of money -loving, scraping, save-allmind. 
That happy glorieth in the natural thought 
Of getting every thing for nought : 

From 
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From DeHiI's iKSaaioads to a Bristol stone ; 

From royal eagles to a squalling parrot ; 
From bulls of Basan to, a marrow-bone ; 

From rich ananas lo a mawkish carrot : 
And getting things for nought, we all must say. 
If not the nobku, i^ the cheapest way. 

And often NATuuft manufactures «^ 
That thinks ft nev«r hath enough ; 
Hoarding Hp trefflAttpe---ne¥er once enjoying— 

Suoh is the composition of $ome souls ! 
Like jackdaws atilhtfir cunning art employing. 

In hiding knives, and forks, apd spoons in boles. 

,Lo ! by the pious Mo n a r c h *s Proclamation , 
The courtier Amateurs of this fair nation 

. On Sundays con their Bibles — ^^make no riot— 
The stubborn Uxbhidge, music-loving Lord, 
Pays dumb obedience to the royal word. 
And bids the ilistruments lie quiet. 

Svjeet Mistress W a lsingham is forc?*d to pray. 
And turn her eyes up much against her will ; 

Sandwich singsj psalms too, in his pious way ; 
And Lady Young forbears the tuneful trill.; 

And very politic is Ladv' Young : 

A husband must not su^r for a song. 

The gentle Exeter his treat gave up. 
So us'd upon the sweet repast to sup ; 
As eager for his Sunday's quaver dish> 
As cats and rav'nous Aldermen for fish. 

Ii>rd BRvivBN«tL,,too, a Lord with lofty jK>se> 
Bringing to mind a verse the world well knows ^ 

Against sublimity that rather wars ; 
Which in an almanack all eyes may see : 
'* God gave to man an upright form, that he 
" Might view the stars.*' 

GgS Isaj 
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I sa]^ this watchful Lor d, who boasts the knacky 
Behind His Sacred Majesty'* grea^ back. 

Of placing for his latter end a chair 
Better than any Lord (so says Fame's trump) 
That ever Waited on the royal rump. 

So swift his motions, and so sweet his air^ 

Who, if his Majesty but cough or hiccup* 
Trembles for fear the King should kick up; 
Drops, with concern, his jaw — with horror freezes—- 
Or smiles " God bless you. Sir b" whene'er he sneezes ; 
Tills Lord, I say, uprais'd his convert chin^ 
And citrsM the concert for a crying sin» 

King WATKYN,from the land of leeks and cheese,.. 
With sighs, forbore his bass to seize ; 
With huge cbncern he dropp'd his Sunday airs, 
i\nd grumbrd out in Welsh his thankless prayers. 
The bass, indeed, Te Deumsnng, 
Glad on the willows to be hung. 

And really 'twas a very nat'ral case- 
Poor, inoffensive bass ! 

For when King Watkin scrubbeth hrtn— alack J 

The instruipent, like one upon the rack, 
Scndeth forth horrid. Inquisition groans 1 
Enough to pierce the hearts of stones ! 

Thus, though in concert politics the Knight 
l^attled with Mistress W a i,sivg ham. outright;. 
Yet both agreed to lift their palms. 
Not in hostilities, but singing psalms. 

Sal^bury was also ordered to refonn, 
Wlu),.wiih my Lady, thought it vastly odd. 

Thus to be forc'd, like sailors in a storm. 
Against their wills to pray to God^ 

Thus did the royal m^^ndate, through the town,. 
Knpck Dearly all the Sunday concerts down. 



TO BROTHB& TOM. 345 

Great act ! ^e long Hwill be a sin and shame 
For cats to warble out an am'rous flame ! 
Dogs shall be wbipp'd for making love on Sunday, 
Who very well may put it off to Monday. 

Nay, more the royal piety to prove. 
And aid the purest of all pure religions. 
To Bridewell shall be sent all cooing pigeons. 

And cocks and hens be lashM for making love ; 
Sparrows and wrens be shot from barns ana houses. 
For being barely civil to their spouses. 

Poor Sir John Dick was. Iamb-like, heard to bleat 
At losing such a Sunday's treat- 
Sir John, the happy owner of a star — 

Which radiant honour on surtouts he stitches ; 
Lamenting fashion doth not stretch so far 

As sewing them on waistcoats and on breeches ; 

Which thus would pour a blaze of silver day. 

And make the Knight a perfect milky way. 

Yet Hampden, Cholmond'ly, those sinful shavers. 
Rebellious, riot in their Sabbath quavers ; 
Thus flying in the face of our great King, 
Profane God*s pesting day with wind and stiing ; 
Whilst on the Terrace, -'midst his German band,. 
On Sunday evenings George is pleasM to stand ;. 
Contentedf with a simple tune alone, 
"God save great George our King,.^' or Bobbing Joam;, 

Whilst Cherubs,, leaning from their starry height,. 
Wink at each other, and enjoy the sight ; 

And Si»^TAN,,fi;om a lurking hole. 

Fond ofa seeming-godly soul. 
His eyes and ears scarce able to believe. 
Laughs in bis sleeve. 

Stay, Muse— the mention of the German band * 
Bringelh a tale oppressive to my hand, 
Relating to a tribe of German hoys, 
Whoie horrid fortune made some little noise ; 

Sent 
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Sent for to take bf Englishmen the JilaOe*, 

Who, gallM by such hktd treatpielit, made wrj face»«. 

Sent for they were, to feCvi in felds qfchver. 

To feast upon t!>e Coldstn^am r^giment*^ fat r 
Swift with their empty stomachs they flew over. 

And wider than a Kevenhuller hat. 
But ah ! their knives no veal nor fnulton Carv'd ! 
To feasts they went indeed, but w^nt and siarv*(t t 
Their Masters, raptur'd with the luncful treat. 
Forgot musicians, like themselvesj could edt. 
Thus the poor woodcock leaves his ffozen shores,. 
When tyrant Wiiiter ^mid^t hfs tempest roars: 
Invited by our milder sky, he roves; 
Views the pure streams with joy, and sheltering gro.ves„ 
And in one hour, oh ! sad reverie of fate ! 
Is shot, and smokes upon atpoaob^r's plate I 

Thus ending a swe^t episodic stram, « 
I turn, dear Thomas, to thy Ode again. 

What ! malte a dish to bialk thy irtest^r's giiitxs ? 

A pudding, and forget the plums ! 
Mercy upon us ! what a cook art thou ! 
Dry e'eri already ! — what a sad mlidr'co^J 
Who gav'st, at first, of fai»e such tforwing psuis N— 
Say, Thom a s, what thy lyric udder ails ? 

Sfhcis truth belongs not to tlie laut^at trade, 

' 'Tis strange, tis passing strange, thou didst not flatter j 

Speak — in light money were thy wages paid? 

Or was thy pipe of sack half filFd 'with water ? 
XDr hadst thou, Tom, "been cheated of thy dues ^ 
Or hath a qualm of conscience touched thy muse^ 

Thou might^st have praisM for 'dignity of pride 
• Displayed not long ago among the Cooks : 
Searching the kitchen with sagacious looks ; 
Wigs, christen'd scratches, on ihcir heads, he spkd* 
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To find a-^vig on a cook's head^ 

Just like a wig that graced his own. 
Was verily a sight too dread ! — 

Enough to turn a King to stone ! 

On which, in language of his verjf best. 

His Majesty his royal ire expressed. 
*' How, how! what! Cooks wear ^cm^cAcs just like me!— • 
'* Strange ! strange I yes, yes, I see, I see, I see— 
" Fine fellows to wear scratches ! yes no doubt— 
" ril have no more^— no more when mine's worn out*— 
" Hae ! pretty ! pretty ! pretty too it looks 
" To see my bcfatches upon Cooks I'* 

And lo ! as he had threatened all so big. 

As soon as ever ho wore out the wig. 

He Yf'itbi & pig'tail deign'd his head to match ! 

Nor more profaned h is temples with ascRATCtt? 

Thomas, I see my song thy feelings grate — 
Thou think'st I'm joking ; Uiat the King's my hate* 

The world may call me liar, but sincerely 
I love him — for a partner, love him dearly ; 
Whilst his great name is on the femie, Vox ^urt ^ 
My credit with the public is secure. 

Yes, beef shall grace my spit, and ale shall flow. 
As long as it continues George and Co". ; 
That is to say, in plainer naetre, 
George and Peter. 

Yet, as some little money I have made, 
I've thoughts of turning 'Squill, and quitting trade : 
This in mv mind I've frequently revolv'd j 
Andm six months, or so. 
For all I know, 
The partnership may be dissolv'd. 

What. 
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Whatever tliou think'sl-^howe'cr thc^ world may carp/ 
. Thomas, Tm far from hating our ^oorf King; 
Yes, yes, or may I thrum. no more my harp. 

As Davi.m swore who touch'd so well the string- 
No, Tom ; the idol of thy sweet devotion 
Excites not hate, whatever else iW emotion. 

To write a book on the sublime, I own. 

Were I a bookseller I would not hire him ; 

Yet, should I hate the man wlio fills a throne. 
Because, forsooth, I canU admire him ? 

Nate him, because, ambiiious of a name, , 
He thinks to rival e'en the T^riwce in fame ? 
A Prince of Science — in the arts so chaste !— 
A giant to him irt the worJd of ttiste; 
Who from an enviouJidoud dne diiy shall sptHig; 
And prove that digrtitymay clothe a Kinf, 

Who, when by Fortune fix'd on Britain's throne. 
Wherever m^'rt, hdfbble jilJiflt, i« «hown*, 

W^r sri^'arouMd^ tl^% ^^^t a ibsfring. i^v ^ 
Whose hand shall stretch thro' poverty's pale gloom^ 
For drooping Gbn ivs', sinlinf^to the torab^ 

And lead tKd blushing stroriger into day. 

Who scorns (like sbnie) to dhronicTe tf sl^ilRng, 
Once in a twelvembntfr to a teggat giv'n ; 

By such mean charity (Lord help 'em) willing 
To gd ^s cheap as po^sibfe to Heav'n ! 

Hate him, because, un^ir'd, the Monarch pofes; 
On Handel's manuscript old s^res^ 
And schemes successful daily (patches. 
For saving notes o'^rwhelm'd witl* scratchesj 
Recoveting from the blotted leaves 
Huge cart-horse minims, dromedary Werfes ; 
Thus saving damned bars from just damnation^ 
By way of brightening Handel's reputation? 
Who charm'd with cv*fy eroichet Handel wrote, 
Heav'd intoToT'w'AM St a bet each heavy note; 

And 



TO B&OTHISR TO.K«" jSilT 

And forcing on the house the tuneless lumber; 
Drove half to doors, the .other half to slumber ? 

Hate him, because the brazen works of Wfisx, 

His eye (in wonder lost) unsated views? 
Because his walls, with tasteless trumpery drest. 



I Robs a poor signpost of its duesr 

Hate him, because he cannot rest. 
But ia the company of O^KST ? 
Because of modern works he makes a j^t. 
Except the works of MUter West? 

Who by the public, fain would have carest 
The works alone of Mister West! 
Who thinks, of painting, truth and taste, the te^t, " 
I None but the wondrous works of Mister West ! 

i 

Who mocketh poor Sir Joshua — cannot bear him ; 
And never suffers Wilson's landscapes near him. 

: Nor, Gainsb'rough, thy delightful girls and boys, 
I In rural scenes so sweet».amidst Uieir joys,. 

With such simplicity as makes us start. 

Forgetting 'tis the vsrork of art. 
' Which wonder and which care of Mr. West 

May in a simile be well exprest :■— 



A SIMILE. 

THUS have I seen a child with smiling face, 
A little daisey in the^arden place^ 

And strut in triumph round its fav'Hte flow'r ; 
Gaze on the leaves with infant admiration. 
Thinking the flow'r the finest in the nation. 

Then pay a visit to it ev'ry hour : 
Lugging the wat' ring pot about, 
WhichJoHN thegard'ncr was obligM to fill; 
The chiid, so pleas'd, would pour the water out, 

Ta show its. marvejious gaj d'liing skill ; 

Then 
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Then staring round, all wild for prai<;es panling. 
Tell all the world it was his own sweet plaiUingj, 
And boast away, too happy elF, 
How that it found the daisey all^ itself! 

ANOTHER SIMILE, 

IN simile if I may shine agen — 
Thus have I seen a fond old hen 

With one poor miserable chick. 
Bustling about a farmer's yard ; 
Now on the dunghill labouring hard. 

Scraping away through thin and thick; 
Fluttering her feathers^ — making such a noise ! 
Cackling aloud such quantities of joys. 

As if this chick, to which her egg gave birth. 
Was born to deal prodigious knocks. 
To shine the Broughton of game cocks. 

And kill the fowls of all the earth ! 



E*EN with his painter let the King be blest; 
Egad ! eat, drink, and sleep with Mister West ; 
Only let »/c, excus'd from such a guest. 
Not eat, and drink, and sleep with Mister West ; 
And as he wiH not please V/i^ taste — no never- 
Let me not give him to the world as clever : 
A better conscience in niy bosom lies. 
Than imitate the fellow and his dies. 



THE TOPER AND THE FLIES. 

A GROUP of topers at a table sat. 
With punch that much regales the thirsty soul : 

Flies soon the parly join'd, and joined the chat. 
Humming, and pitching round the mantling bowl. 

At 
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At leilgih those flies got drunk» wnd, fi^ th^ir &in» 
Some hundreds lost their hg^, and tumbled in ; / 
And sprawling 'midst the gulph profound. 
Like Pharaoh and his daring host^ were drown'4^ 

Wanting to drink— one of the men, 
Dipp'd from the bowl the drunken Ihost, 
And drank<»then taking care thai none were lost,- 

He put in ev'ry mother's son agieri. ' ' - • ' ' 

Up jump'd the bacchanalian crew on this. 

Taking it rerv much amiss — 

Swearing, and in the attitude to stnUe : 
" Lord!" cry 'd the man, with gravely-Kfte«i ejes, 
*' Though I don't like to swallow flies, , , 

^ I did not know but others might." * ' ' 



WHO says I hate the King, proclaims a lie ; ' 
E*en now a rpyal virtue strikes my eye ! 
To prove th' assertion, let me just relate-' 
The King's submission to the will of Fate. 

Whene'er in hunt^ the Monarch is thrown out, 

. ^s in his polilics — a common tiling ! 
With searching eye^ he starts at fUMkabout, 
Then faces the misfortune like a X!ing f . 

Hearing no news of nimble MisterSTA'o,' 
He sits like patience grinning oil his nag!. , 
Now, wisdom-fraught, hiscurious eyeballs ken 
The little hovels that around Mm rise : • 
To these he trots-*-of hogs surveys the styes^ 
A^d nicely niuiibers eX'ery cock and hen. , 

Then asks the farmer's wife or farmer'^s maid, . , 
How many eggs the fowls hav^ laid ! - - :, 
WjiatS? in the oven-^in the pot — the crock ; 
Whether it will rain or no, and what's o'clock ; 
Voi,. L Hh Thu& 
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Thussfrom poor hoveJs glealnin^ information, > 
To senre as future treasure for the nation ! 

Tliere/terrier-like, till pages find him out. 
He pokes his most sagacious nose about. 

And seems in P^adise — like that so fam'd; 
Looking like Aoa#i toi), and £vr sofaii*; 
Sweet simpletons ! \yho, though so very bare, 

" Were.(8ays the Bible) not ashamed.'* 

No man binds books so well as George the Third, 

By thirst of leather glory spurred. 

At 1)ookblnciers he oft is seen to laugh— 

And wondrouft is the King in sheep or calf! 

But see ! the Prince upon such labour looks 
Fastidious down, and only rM(/£tA books!— 
Here by the Sire the son is much surpast ; 
Which Fame should publish on her loudest blast! " 

The King beats Monmouth-Streel in cast-off riches; 
That is, in coats, and waistcoats, and in breeches; 
Which, draughted once a year for forei^^n stations. 
Make fine recruits to ^rve aomt Tiear jreTations. 

Butlo! the P« IN cB, shame on him! never dueams 
Of pretty Jewish, economic schemes! , 
So very proud (I'm griev'd, O Tom, to tell it) 
HeM rather gwe a coat away than w// itl 

Fair justice to the -Monarch must allpw 
Prodigious science in a calf or caw ; 

And wisdom in the article of swine I 
What wost unusual knowledge for a King ! 
Because pig wisdom is a thing 

In which no So v'rejg ns e'er wf ce known to ddac 



Yet 
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Yet who will ihbk I am ivol t<Jling fibs .^ 

The Pr lycs, who Briuin^s throne in time ^aUgr^ici 
Ne'er finger'd, at a fair, a bullock's ribs^ 

Nor ever ogled a pig's face I ' ' ,' 

dire disgrace ! O let it not be known 
That tkia a father hatli excefl*d a son ! 

Truth bids rag own th^t I can i)rijng . 
A (i^^eii who ^ufffMre the King ; 
And should he dream of setting off for Hanover, 
As once be said he would, to spite CH/kaL£s Fosi ; ; 
Draw all his littU money from (he stfocks. 
Shut shop, and carry ev'iry pot and paa over j } t 

1 think — indeed I'm 5ifrc I know, 
TA«# dozen would not let him go ; 

But in the struggle spend their vital breath. 
And hug their idol,, probably to death ; 
As happeh'^d to a Romish Priest— a tale 
That, whilst I tell it, almost turns me pale. 



THE ROMISH PRIEST, 

A tALE. 

A PARSON in the neighbourhood of Rome, 
Some years ago-— how many, I don't say- 
Handled so well his heav'nly broom. 
He briish'd, like cobwebs, sins away, 

Brighten'd the black horizon bf his parish % 

Gave to the Prince of Darkness suth hard bowf 
That Satan was afraid to sliow his nose, 

(Except in hell) before this priest so warrish ! 

To teach folks how to shun the paths* of evil. 
And prove a match for Mister Devil, 

Hlv2 Was 
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Was constantly this pious aiap\< endeavour ; 
ilod^as I've said betore, the man was clever. 

Ked-hot was all his zeal-^and Fame declares^ 
He gallop'd like a hunt^r.o'er his pra) 'rs ; 
For ever iiflfng to the? clouds his forehead — 

Petitions on petitions he let fly. 

Which nothing but Barbarians ^uld deny- 
In short, the Saints w6re lo compliance lOotriad, 

With shouldors, arms, and hands, this Priest devout. 

So well his evolutions did perform ; 
His pray'rs, those holy f;roaU«shot, Hew. about 

So thick !-«-it seem'd like taking Heav'u by siotm i 

Without one atom of reflection. 
No candidate at an election 
Did ever labour more, and fume^ and sweat. 
To make a fellow change Kis coat. 
And bless him vv iih the casting vote. 
Than thi-^ dear man to get in Heav'n a seat 
For souls of cliildren, women, and of men i 
No matter which the species— ^eock or hen ! 

Thus did he not like, that vile Jesuit think 
Who makes us all vvilh horror shrink ; 

A knave high meriting Hell's hottest coals ; 
♦ Who wrote a shocking book, to pVove 
That ^oniiin, cliarming women, form'd for love. 

Have got no souls ! - ■ 

Monster ! to think that Women had no soul ! | 

Ha! hast thou v\oi a soul^ thou peerless Maid, \ 

Who bidst my riM-al hours with rapture roll ? 

Whose beauties charm the shepherds and the shade! ^ 

Yes, Cy NTH I A , and for souls like thine. 

Fate into being drevvyqn starry spliere; 
Then kindly sent thy form divine; ♦ ■ 

To show what wondrous bliss inhabits there! 



In 
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In short, no drayhorse erer workM so hmrd. 
From vaults, to tirag up hogshead, tun, or pipe, 

As- this good Priest, to (irag, for smcUl reward. 
The souls of sinners from llie Devii^'S gripe* * . > 

PleasM were the /^^J^«^ angels to express 
Their wonder at his fine address; 

And powV agamst the Fiend who makes such strife : 
Nay, e'en St. Pct£Il said, to wham arp giv'n 
The keys for letting people into Heaven, ,| j^ 

He never got more halfpence in his life. ; 

Twas added that my namesake did declare, 
(JPeter, the porter of Heav'n gate^ so trusty 1) 

That, till this Priest appeared, souls were so Tare, 
His bunch of keys was absolutely rusty ! 

Did Gentiemen of fortune die, 

And leave the C h u r c h a good round sum ; 

Lo ! in the twinkling of an eye, • 

The Parson frank'd their souls to kingdom-come !• 

A letter to the Porter, or a word>. 
Insured admittance to the Lord. 
Nor stopp'd those souls an instani ovi the road, ; ^ 

To take a rofisi before they enterVi m; 
For, had they got the plague, *twas said thalGotIi • >; 
Had let them enter without ^«n»»rt«ft'rtc. 

Well then ! this Parson was so much admir>d» 

So sought,, so courted, so desir'd,. 
Thousands with putrid soufs, like putrid meat,, ; ! 

Came foe his holy pickle,, to be 8 wieet.. 

Just as we see old hags, with jaws of carrion> • 

Enter the shop of Mister Wa r r £ n ; .. . 
Who disappoints Uiat highway-man c^lBd Time«, , - 
(Noted for robbing Ladies of their prime,) 
~ Wing Si xt Y-f i v e's pale, witj;iei:'d;Ouen^ 
le blooming ro&es of Sixteen. 

H.h 3^ Such: 
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Such vast imprestiont did hisLgemons make. 

He afways kept his flock awake-*^ 
In sutnmer too — hear, parsons, this straoge news^ 
Ye who sooft^ preach'd to nodding pews ! 

A neighbVing town, into whose people** sools, 

Si)<, like a rat, had eat large holes, 
Begg*d hrm to be then- tinker — their hole-stoppet— 

for, gentle reader, sin of such a sort is. 

It souls corrodeth Just as aquafortis 
Corrodeth iron^ brass, or copper. 

They told him they would ^ive him better pay,. 

D'heM agree to change his quarters ; 
Protesting, when his soul should leave its clay. 

To rank his bones with Ihese of Saints andMAH* 

TYRS. 

This was a handsome bribe, alf Papists know f 
But stop— his parish woufd not let him go t 
Then surly did the other parish look, 
And swore to have the man by hook or crook t 

So seiz'd him, like » graceless-throngs 
The Priest's parishioners, wlio lov'd hwtLv^eU,. 

Rather tlmn to another churcb belong, ^ 
Swore they would sooner see hinvlodg'd in Heil^— 
So violent was their objection ; 
So very strong,. t«o, Ihcnr aiection t 

The La Di«s, too, united in the strife^ ' 

Protesting that they ^ lovM him as tljieir life^ 

*' So sweetly he would look when down to pray'i: f 

** So happy in a sermon choice ! 

" And »lien he had of nightingales the voice—* / 
** And holy water gave wkb mcA an air ! 

'* Lord ! lose so fine a man ! — so great a treasure! 
'* Yielding such quantities of heavenly pleasure ^ 

'* Fofgtving 



• Forgiving sins so free>too, at confession, 
*' However carnal the transgression, 
** In such a charming, love-condemhiag strain !— 
'* He really seemM to say, ' Go sin again ; 
" Hell shall not throw, my angels, on your soub 
*' So sweet, a single shovelful of coals." 

. Now in the ^re was all the fat :. 
Just as two bulldogs pull a cat. 
Both parishes with furious zeal contended-* 
So heartily the holy man was hugg'd. 
So much troB^ place to place his Hi 



ce to place his limbs were lugg^d^ 
Tliat very fatally the battle ended ! 

In short, by hugging, lugging, and kind squeezes. 
The man of GcS was pull'd in fifty pieces I 

This work performed, the bones were fought for stoutly $ 

And so the fray continuerl most devoutly. 

Lo, with an arm, away one rascal fled i 

This with a leg, and that the head — 

OfTwilh the toes another goes— 

Another seizes him, and gets the toes. 

Nay, some, a relic so intent to ctib. 

Fought just like mastifis for a rib ^ 
Nay more (for truth, to tell the whole, obliges) 
A dozen battled for his oc ):occygis /^ 

Heaven, that sees all things, saw the dire dispute. 
In which each parish acted likeabriUe; 

Then bade the dead man as a Sairu be sought ; 
Stilly to reward him more, his bones enriches 
With pow'r o'er evils, rheumatisms, and itches. 

However dreadful, and wherever caught : . 
Thus,, by the grace oF Him who governs; thunder,^ 
His very toe-nail could perform a wonder. 

* The tip of th^ tpmp.. 



THUS 
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THUS mfght our Monarchy by this do^en.tnen. 
Be hugg'd ! — and th^eti f and l^ren ! and then ! and tfien f 
Then what ? why^then, this dire^l ill must spring : 
I a good subject lose, and thou a King ! 

No, To in ; 1110* more to strike us with atn£ke^. 
Thy courtly tropes of adulation bfaze: 

A setting sun art thoii> so mild thy b^im ! 
Thou (like oW Ocean's heaving wave ho more^ 
That lifts a ship and fly with equal roar) 

tourist from thy lyric pipe a sober stream*. . 

No more we hear the gale of Fame 
Wild blustering with thy Master's name :; 
No more ideal virtues ride sublime^ 
(Like feathers) on the surge of rhyme. 

But lo the cause f it was the uoVAh.'wiht 
To bid the, tempest of hts prjaise be still ; 
No more to let his virtues make a rout. 
Blown by thy blasts Iik« paper kites about. 

Indeed thy Sov'reij^n, in thy verse so fine. 
Might justly have exclaim'd at many aline, 

" In peacock's feathers, b, thw knave arravs me.*^ 
And like a Kirrg of France of whom I've remi 
Our gracious Sov'heigh a?so tnight have said, 

" What have I done, that he should praise me ?'" 

With pity have I seen thee. Son of Sonc^ 
Trundling thy lyric wheelbarrow along. 
Amidst St. J a m es's gapers to unload 
The motley mass of pompous ode ;, 

^ ■ And. 
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And wished thfe sack, for verse the annual prize. 

To poets of a less renovin — 
" To poor * W I L L M A SON , vrho in secret sighs 
To strut beneatli the Lavkeat's leaden crown. 

Warm in the praise, thou might'st have heen, 
0\'thy great King and his great Queen i 
But not so diabolically /io<— 
A downright devil, or a pepper-pot. 

By dtv'l (witho;it thy being born a wizard) 

Thou'oughi'st to know I mean a turkey's gizzard ; 

•So christen^ for its quality, by man. 

Because so oft His loaded with kian — 

This dev'l is such a red-hot bit of meat 

As nothing but the Dev'J himself should eat. 

A spoon was large enough, the world well knows ! 

Why give the pap of praise then with a ladk f 
Gently thou shouid'st have rockM him to repose-— 

Not like a drunken nurse o'erturn'd the cradle. 

I do not marvel that the Khig was wrath, 

(Knowing himself no bigger than a lath,) 

To find himself a tall, gigantic oak-^ . , i 

Twas too much of a magic«lantern stroke. . 

Ah! where was Modesty, the charming maid? 

Where was the rural vagrant straying, « > 

Not to admonish thee, an idle iade^ \ , , ' 

When thou thy tuneful comprimept» were paying } , 
Yet why this question put I, Tom, to tliec ? 
Lord ! now ,we wits forget — site was with vit. 

Yes, Modesty (bjr very fewcarcst) 
Oft condescends to be my guest : 

• Yes ! poor Mister Mason strove hard for ttie Bays ; but lo ! 
tlie superior Genias of Warton prevailed against the united po^ess 
of the s'jyeeily whining HWidiTL^ the n^^^-itf/Z^i/io^Caradtacus, ao<l» 
heap of chud'iBrapped Ode» besides. 

Froin 
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From time to time th« maid my rhyme reviews^ 
And dictates sweet instructtoAs lo the Muse ; 
Yes, frequent deigns my cottage to adom^ 
Just like that blushful damsel ^alPd Miss Morn, 

Who, smiling from the dreary caves of night. 
Moves from her east wilh sileftt pace and slowr 
O'er yonder shadowy mount's gigantic brow, 

AncTto my window steals 'with dewy Hght, 
Then peepinz through the panes with cherub mien. 
Seems to ask liberty to enter in. 

Now vent*ringon the sables of my room. 
She sweeps the darkness with her star-clad broom r 
Now pleased a stronger splendour to diiTuse, 
Smiles on the plated buckles in my shoes ; 
Smiles on my breeches, too, of handsome plush. 

Where George's head once made no jingling sound* 
But where amidst the pockets all was hush j 

Such awful silence reign'd around ! 
Whose fob, which thieves so often pick. 
Was quite a stranger to a Watch's clicks 

Now casting on my pen and ink a ray,, 

Seeming with sweet reproof to say ; 

•• The lark to Heav'n her grateful matins sings ; 

" Then, Pbtsr, ako ope thy tufieful throat, 

" And, haC^y in a fascinating note, 
•' Rise and salute the bat of Kings.** 

Howe'er the world t'abose me may beglv'n, 
I cannot d6 without GktJWN'D H^a'ds, by Heav'n f 
Bards must have subjects that thdr genius suit— 
And if I've not Crown'd Heath, I must be mute. 

My verse is somewhat lilte a game at Whist r 

Which ^ame, though play'd by people e'er so keen. 

Cannot with much success, alas ! exi3t. 
Except their hands possess a King and Queen.. 

Iow]:u 
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I own« my muse d<?jights in jpyal folk : 
Lead-min^s^ producing many pretty pounds! 
' Joe Millars^ furnishing a fund of joko! 
Lo» with a fund of joke a'Court abounds ! 

At royal folItes« Lord ! a lucky hit 

Saves our poor brain th* expence of wit : 

At Princes let but Satire lift bis gun. 

The more tlieir feathers fly, the more the fuQ. 

£'en the whole world, blockheads and men of letterst 

Enjoy a cannonade upon their betters. 

And, vice versa. Kings and Queens 
Know pretty well what scandal means, . 

And love it too—yes. Majesty's a grinner : 
Scandal thai really would disgrace a Mable 
Hath oft been beckoned to a royal table. 

And pleas'd a princely palate more than dinner. 

I know the world exclaimeth in ^his guise; 
-'f Suppose a King not over-wise, 

•*' ,(A vice in Kings not very oft suspected) 
*' Suppose He does tkU cbildiiih .thing, and thitt 
" If foily constitutes a Monarch's. bUsfl, 

" Shall such by saucy. poets stand corrected'? 
*** Bold is the man, old Parson Calchas * .cries, 
" Who tells a Monarch whcpe his folly lies.*' 
" Grant that a Kingin coiiver.se cannot abii^, 

*' And sharp with shrewd remark a world alarm; 
^' What business, Pcter Pindar, isl of thine? 

" Grant puerilities — pray where'a the harm P**— 

To this I answer, I don't think a King 
<** Will go to helt for ev'ry childish thing— 
^' Yet mind, I think that one in ku great station 
^' Should show* sublime example to a nation : 

^' And when an eagle be should spring 

"" To drink the solar blaze on tow'ring wing, 

• VideHomcc _ 

' ^' Wltli 



360 BROTHER PETEEK 

" With daring and undazzled ejes ; 
** Not be a sparrow upon chimneys hopping, 
*' His head in Iioles and corners popping 
" For/fw." 

Tom, Pm npt grievM that thou hast changed thy note. 
And op'd on Windsor wall thy tuneful throat ; 

For verily it is a rare old mass ; 
Nor angry that to West thou dost descend ; 
Thfe Ring's great painting oracle and friend. 

Who teacheth * Jervas how to spoil good glass. 

But, son of Is IS, since amidst this ode. 
Thou talV'it of painting, like an ardent lover. 
Of panes of glass now daubing over, 

Dxmmmg delightfully the great abode ; 

Speak^— know\st thou aught of Raphael's rare Car^ 

toons f 
I have not seen Ihero, Tom, for many moons ! . 

Why didst thou not, amidst thy rhyming fit. 
Of those most hcav'niy pictures talk a bit — 

For which the Nation paid down evVy souse f 
Rare pictures, brought long since from Hampton 

Court, * ■- ' 

And hy a self-taught Cab fenteA cut sh6rt. 

To suit the pannels of the Queen's old house. 

So says report— I hope it is not true— 
And yet I verily believe it too; 
It is so like some people I could name, 
Wliose pericraniums walk a little lame* 

Beslirew'me, but it brings to mind 

A cutihig story, much ot the same kind ! 

It happ'd at Ply M o u t H town so fair and sweet. 
Where wandering gutters, wandering gutters meet, 

• Se^ tfce windows dcsigued for the chapel sit Windsor. 

Making 
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Making in ahow'rs of rain a monstrous pother ; 
Bartering, like Rag-fair Jews, with one the other. 
With carrots, cabbage-leaves, and breathless cats. 
Potatoes, tii;-nip-tops, old rags, and hats: 

A town that brings to mind Swift's City ShowV, 
Where clouds to wash its face for ever pour ; 
A town where Beau-traps und^er water grin. 
Inviting gentle strangers to walk in ; 
Where -dwell the Ladj Naiads of the flood, 
PreparM to crown their visitors with mud. 

A toVirn where parsons for the living figh^, 
On every vacancy, with godly might, 

Like wrestlers tor lac^d hats and buckskin breeches; 
Where oft the priest who best his lungs en ploys. 
To make the rarest diabolic noise. 

With surest chance of vict'ry preaches: 
Whose empty sounds alone his labours bless ; 
Like cannon fir'd by vessels in distress. 

A town where, exiPd by the Higher Pow'rs, 
The- * Royal Tar with indignation lours ; 
Kept by his Sj r e from London and 'from sin. 
To say his Catechism to Mistress Wynn. 

* The Duke of Clsurence. 
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THE 

PLYMOUTH CARPENTER 

AKD TRB 

COFFINS. 

IN the last wac French prisoners often dy'd 
Of fevers, coldsi and' more good things beside : 

Presents for valour, from damp walls and chinks'; 
And nakedness, 'that seldom sees a shirt ; 
And vermin, and all sorts of dirt ? 

And multitudes of motley stinks. 
That might with smells of any clime cotinpare* 
That ever sought the nose, or fields of air. 

As coffins are deem'd 'necessary things?. 
Forming a pretty sort of wooden wings. 

For wafting men to graves, for t'other world ; 
Where, anchored (doom'd to make no voyages more) 
The rudders of our souls are put ashore^ 

And all the sails for ever furl'd. 

A carpenter, first cousin to the Ma y*r, 
Hiqh Master Sc r b w, a man of reputation. 

Got leave, through borough interest, to prepare 
Good wooden lodgings for the Gallic nation ; 

I mean, for luckless Frenchmen that were dead : 

And very well indeed Screw's contract sped.' , 

His good friend Death made wonderful demands. 
As if they playM into each other's hands; 

As if the Carpenter and Death went snacks — 
Wishing to make as much as e'er they could. 
By this same contract coffin wood. 

For such as Death had thrown upon their backs. 

This 
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This Carpenter, like men of other trades 
Wiiom conscience very easily persuades 

To take from nerghbours .useless superfluity, 
Resblv'd upon an economic plan, 
Which shows that in the character of man 

Economy* is not an incongruity. 
I know some Monarch s say the same — whose pulses^ 
Beat high for iv'ry chairs and beds and bulses. 

For, lo! this man of (economic sort 
Makes all his coffins mxich too short : 
Yet snuj^ly he accommodates ihe dead- 
Cuts off, with much sang-froid, the head ; 
And then to keep it safe as well as warm. 
He gravely puts it underneath the arm : 
Making his dead man quite a Paris beau! 
Hugging his jowl en chapeau bras. 



BUT, Thomas, now' to those Cartoons of fame- 
Do ask thy Sovereign, in my name, 

What^s to be done with those rare pictures next I 
Some months ago, by night, they travelled down 
To the Queen's House in Windsor town, * 

At which the London folks were vastly vex'd* 

For if those fine Cartoons, as history says. 
Were (much to this great ;iation's praise) 

Bought for Britannia's sole inspection; . 
Unasked, to sufier any man to feel *em. 
Or suffer any forward dame to steal 'em. 

Would be a national reflection, 

Tom, ask, to Strelitz if they're doom'd to go 
Because the walls are naked there, I know. 

Strelitz a. mouse -hole is, all dark and drear ; , 
And, should the pictures be incltn'd to stray, 
Not liking Sirelilz, they may/ lose their way, 
' And ramble to some Hebrew auctioneer ; 

I i 2 Where, 
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Wliere, like poor capturM negroes in a knot, 
Tlie holy wanfl'rers may be made.a lot— 
And, like the goods at Garra way's we handle,- 
Cln-ist and the Saints be sold hy inch qf candle t 

Dearly beloved Thomas, to conclude— 

(1 <ee thee readj to bawl out " Ameitt*'} 
.Joking apart, don't think roe rude 
' For wishing to inFtruct thy ly^ric pen. 

Whether like trout and eels in humble pride. 
Along the simple stream of prose we glide ; ^ 
Or stirring from below a eioud of mud. 
Like whales we ftounder through the lyric fk)od^ 

Or (if a pastoral image charm thee more) 

Whether the vales of prose our feet explore, , 

Or, lais'd subHme on Ode's aerial steep. 

We bound from rock to rock, like goats and sheep ; 

Whether we dine with Dukes on fifty dishes^ 
Or, poet"like> against our wishes. 
On beef or pork, an economic crumb, 
(Perchance not bigger than oiir thumb, 
Turn'd by a bit of packthread at tiie fire) 
To satisfy our hunger's keen desire; . ' 

A good old proverb let us keep in view— 
Viz, Thomas, " Give the Dev'l his due.'* 

Whether a Monarch, issuing high command. 
Smiles us to court, and shakes us by the hand ; 
Or rude bumbailifls touch u<; on the shoulder. 
And bid our tuneful ha^ps in prison moulder; 
Sell not (to meanness sunk) one golden line— 
The MusE^s incense for a gill of wine. 

This were a poor excuse of thine, my friend — 
'* Few are 4he people that ray Ode attend : 

" Vm like a country clock, poor, lonely thing, 
" That on the staircase, or behind il>e door, 
" Cries, ' jCuckoo, Cuckoo,* just at twelve and four, 

** And chimes that vulgar tune, " God save the King.** 

Oh! 
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Oh! ifdeserting Windsor's lofty tow'rs. 
To save a sixpence in his barrack bowVs, 
A Monarch shuffles from the world away,: 
And gives to Folly's whims the bustling day ; 
From such low themes thy promised praise recall. 
And sing more wonders of the old Mud Wall, 
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PETER'S PROPHECY; 

OR, 

The president and POET; 

OK, AN 

, IMPORTANT EPISTLE TO SIR J. BANKS, 

OK !■» • 

APPROACHING ELECTION - 

OF A 

PRESIDENT OF THE ROYAL SOCIETY. 



Tros, Rutilusvefiiat^, nulla diserimine kabe6o. ViROit. 

Rank is a farce— if people fools will be> ♦ 

A scavenger and king^s the same to me^ 

La Societe Roy ale de l.ondres fut forme en 1660, six ans arant 
Aotre Academie des Sciences. Elle n*a point de recompenses 
. comme la notre ; mais aussi elle.est libre. Point de ces distinc- 
tions desagreables, invcntees par TAbbs Bionon, qui distribua 
J' Academie des Sciences en Savans qu'on payoit, & en Hono- 
raires qui d'etoient pas Savans. La Societe de Loiidres indlpen- 
dante, & n'etant encoiiragce que parclle-mcme, aetecomposee de 
iujets qui ont trouve le calcul de PLifini, les lois de ia lumidre, 
celles de pcsantcur, Taberratipn des etoiles, le telescope de re- 
flexion, la pompe k feu, le microscope solaire, & beaucoup- 
d'autres inventions, atissi utiles qu'admirables. Qa'auroient fait 
de plus ces Gran DsHoMMEs, s'ils avoient ete pensionnaires on 
honoraircs? 

VOLTAiRX^ sur la SocHte Hoyale. 



^ THP ARGUMENT. 

A SiTB LIME and -poetical Exordium, in which the Bard 
applaudeth himself, condemneth his Sovereign, and con- 

descendeth to instruct Sm Joseph Banks, F. R. S 

Anecdote of Julius Cjesar and a Conjuror— Peter 
dwellcth with much solenmity on the gloomy month of 
November, and compareth Sir Jospph Banks to 
' Jupiter and Mr. Squib — Asketh shrewd questions — 
Sir Joseph comprchendeth their sage mea.ning— -and 
flieth into a passion, and boasteth how he revengeth 
himself oA the fun the world enjoyeth at his expcnce— • 
-Sir Joseph ^nimadverteth wisely on a fall from the 
presidency to the state of a simple fellow, obliquely and 

. nobly hinting at a few traits of his own character— ^ 
PfiTER^replieth with good advice, exhibiting at the 
same time acute knowledge of the -sexual system in 
botanical affairs — Sir Joseph refuseth Peter's coun- 
fcl— Peter mentioneth men of science, whom Sir 
Joseph Scometh — Sir JostPH letteth the cat out of 
the bag, and shewetli principles inimical to the cause 
of true philosophy, by wishing to make great men 
Fellows, instead of 'wise men — Pbter moraliseth with 
profundity, and flappeth the bugs of Fortune for 
daring, on account of tlieir Mammon, to place tbem^ 
selves on a level with Genius — ^Sir Joseph makethmore 
•discovery of his disposition, by abusing painting, poetry, 
and music, and wisheth to tread in the steps of his 
Sovereign — Peter illustrateth the President's mode of 

„ catching at an argument, by a beautiful spider simile- 
Sir Joseph boasteth of his tea and toast weapons— 
Peter animadyerteth with hiis usual wisdom on the 
miraculous powers of meat when applied to a hungry 
stomach — Sir Joseph findeth out anew road to the 
heart — Boasteth of royal favour — Peter smileth at it 
and frighteneth Sir JosEPH—Sir Joseph inqutreth 
the world's opinion of himself — Peter giveth it with- 
out ceremony — Sir Joseph curseth — Peter prayeth 

' him to be quiet, procccdeth, and tcUeth terrible things 
■ — Sir Joseph sweareth — Praiseth himself again for his 
being able to lead grpat folks by the nose^ and braggeth 
of royal whispe»*«v— Peter guesseth at the royab whisr- 
pers, and expresseth pleasure thereat — Again boasteth 
the President of what he can do — Peter solemnly smi- 
leth in a superb simile tjd&en from wild beastSi^Sir Jo- 

8Era 
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• EPH vaunteth on his great acquaintance with vege- 
tables and nu)nkeys-<-PETER acquiesccth in his monkey 
wisdom, but denieth its importance, and turneth but* 
tcrfly and egg knowledges over to idle old Maids— 
Peter acknowledgeth the merits of Indian, booby, 
and noddy killing; lizard, bat, scurvygrass, and lady- 
smock hunting; yet difFereth with Sir Joseph as to 
the idea of its importance — The President again boast- 
<;th — Peter solemnly replieih, and telleth strange 
matters of Sir William Hamilton — Sir Joseph 
breaketh out violently, and with an air of defiance, on 
the subject of Mr. Herschel-^Peter acquiesceth, in 
some measure, on the merits of Mr. Herschel, and 
prophesieth more discoveries by this astronomer than 
struck the imagination of Sir Joseph — Peter prophe- 
sieth of the future grandfeur of Cheltenham, by 
means of mills to supply the great fiux of people with 
paper — Peter giveth more glory to Mr. Herschbl's 
glais^ than to Mr. Herschel's i6rtf^— Sir Joseph grow- 
eth abusive — Peter properly replieth — Sir Joseph 
again triumpheth— Peter cutteth him down for his laud 
on his Grace of Marlborough's spy glass discoveries, 
and John Hunter* s sows and pheasants — Sir Joseph- 
plumeth himself on Dr. Blagd£N-p-Pet£R praiseth 
Dr. Blagden— Sir Joseph praiseth Sir Benjamin 
.Thompson, Lord Mulgrave, and the unassuming 
quaker. Dr. Lettsome^ moreover praiseth the Doc- 
tor's hobby-horse, mangel 'worsai^ alias nvurtsel — Sir To- 
8EPH inquireth the merits of Mr. Aubert, the silk- 
man — Peter smileth, and answereth wittily — Sir Jo- 
seph inquireth about Mr. Daines Barrington— 
Peter answereth in like manner— Sir Joseph's ire 
boileth over — Peter laugheth — Peter cometh to the 
point and telleth the President in plain terms that he 
must depend on the many, more than one^ meaning our 
most gracious King— Sir Joseph cxclaimeth with his 
usual vulgarity, and taxeth the revolting members with 
ingratitude, and flieth to meat and drink for his fu- 
ture supporters— Peter praiseth meat and drink, yet 
ins) steth on the truth of an intended rebellion— Sir Jo- 
seph, in' a train of despondency, looketh to the Lord 
for support— Peter giveth him no hopes fron^ that 
quarter — Sir Joseph, in a tiger like manner, breaketh 
out into rage and boasting — Peter acknowledgeth his 
meritSi but informeth the President of their insuffi- 
ciency 
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cicncy— Sir Joseph vowcth to play the d€vil— .Petir 
cxalteth Sir Joseph's, intended manceuvre, by a conn- 
parison of a miracle frequently worked in Popish coun- 
tries on rats and grasshoppers— «Peter still harpeth on 
the old string of something more — Sir Joseph adduceth 
more instances of merit, such as eating matters that 
*would make a Hottent6t vomit — Peter acknowledgeth 
-Sir JosEPH^s uncommon stomach.powers and triumph 
over reptiles; bot with obstinacy insisteth upon it that 
something more must be achieved — ^The President^. 
Upon this, most wickedly, yet most heroically, decla. 
reth, that -he will then swallow an alligator— Peter 
dissuadeth S^* Joseph, like a^friend, from his bold 
intention^ and recommendeth a meal of a milder 
H|uality« 
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PETER'S PROPHECY; 



OR. 



THE PRESIDENT AND POET, 



THE Bard, who, fiU'd with Friendship's purest fire, 
^ Tun'dto a mighty Kcng the moral lyic; 
With all the made at the Muse^s art 
Smird at his foibles, and enlarged** his heart, 
Ungratehil Prince! like most of modern times. 
Who never tlmnk'dthe Poet for his rh)'mes: 
The Bard, with Wisdom's voice sublimely strong. 
Who scared, the maids of honour with his song. 
Turned courtiers pale, and turnM to silent wonder 
Ambassadors, at Truth's deep tone of thunder; 
Who in their country (such a timid thing !) 
Was never known to whisper to- a king : . 
The Ba r d who dar'd undaunted thus to tow'r. 
And boldly oracles to Princes pour, 
* Stoops from the zenith of his eagle flight. 
To give instruction to a simple Knight. 

To C^sAR, who th' advice with scorn repaid, 
*' Beware the Ides of March/' a conj'ror said. 

• Verily the Lyric. Bardhzth cause of triumph — ^b-y means of a 
few kintSf the close fist of Royat Economy hath been a little up- 
denched. By God's grace, and the Poet's good health, gireatef 
things arc likely to be accompUshedf sucli is ttie power of son^ ! 

. K Morf 
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More revcrenc'd let a greater conj'ror say, 
*' Beware, Sir Joseph B avks, St. Andrew's Day A 
Near is the gloomy month, and gloomy hour, 
. When, of your plumage stripped, and fiiv'rite powV^ 
You quit that mace and pompous chair of state, 
^nd cease Lord Paramount of Moth debate, 
That*awe-inspiring hammer'd fi.^t to rear/. 
Like scepter'd Jove, and Squib the Auctioneer ! 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Well! what's November's * gloomy month or hour* . 
The day which ravages, retlores my power. 

PETER. 

Perchance A m b i ri o n m^y be doomM to mourn ! 
Perchance your honours may no more return ! 
Tliink what a host of enemies you make ! 
What feeling mind.would be a Bull at stake? 
Pinch'd by this mongrel, by that mastiff torn ; 
Who'd make a feast to treat the public scorn f 
Who'd be a Bear that grasps his club with pride. 
With which his dancing-master drubs his hide? 
None, dear Sir Joseph, but the arrant'st fool 
Turns but to feel the shafts of ridicule. 

SIR JOSEPH* 

Your meaning, friend, I easily divine ! ' 

PETER. 
Yes, quit for life the ch^ir— resign, resign. 

SIR JOSEPH. 
No ! with contempt the grinning world I see. 
And always laugh at those who laugh at me. 

peter; 

Dear Sir Joseph, may I never thrive 
But you must be the merriest num alive. 

♦ On the thirtieth of November the President Is annually chosen. 

SIR 
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SIR JOSfJPK. 



Good ! but, my (mnd, '«would be a black NoveidMi; 
To lose the chair, and saeak a vulgar mexnber; 
Sit on a bench fMmckance wilboiAt my hat>* 
Suak froim a lioo to a tame To>c cat : 
Just tike a iicliQoHx)^ irembUng o^er hh book. 
Afraid to move, or speak, or think, or Jook> 
When Mister PaEsiDCMr, with mstttiff air. 
Vouchsafes io gramble '** Silenced' from the dMftfii 

FSTBR. 

AH this is mortifying to be sure. 

And more than flesh and bIo6d can well endure ! 

Then to your twrnipN^ttlds in peace retire : 

Return, likeCivoMfNATVs, country squire: 

Go with your wisdom, and swiasse the fioors 

With an^i&*triBe, smd sbruby and flow'r amours: 

And tell ihem all, witii wkLe^noiithM wander big. 

How i^nats f can makf a ouckeld of ^ fig. 

Form fly-clubs, aheil-tdufas, weed-elub», ifyOifiletse^ 

And proudly reign the P&ssiotNT oftktte: 

Go, and with periwinkle wisdom ehskCm ^ 

With loves of iobiters, oysters, crabs, alavta $ 

And tell them how, like aur^s, the females wooM, 

By kissing, people all the realms of mud : 

Thus, though proud Lon don dares refuse yoor fame, 

TheTownsof LiNCOLvsHiav shall raise your name | 

Knockdown the bull, the magpie, calf, and king; 

And bid Sir Joseph on their signposts swing* 

SIR JOSEPH, 

No! since IVe fairly mounted For yunik*s mast. 
Till Fate shall chop my bands o^, Pli hold fast. 

• The Preudent always w«ans his hat, 
. f See the Natural History 6f the Fig. 

Vol. I. , ' Kk, Peter; 
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PETER. 

And yet. Sir Joseph, Fame reports, you stole 
To Fortune's topmast through the lubberhole.* 
Think of the men, whom Science so reveres! 
HoRSELEY, and Wilson, Maskelyne, Maseres, 
Lanoen, and Hormsby, Atwood, Glenib, Hut- 

TON — 

SIR JOSEPH/ 
Blockheads ! for whom I do not tare a button ! 
Fools, who to mathematics would con^ne us. 
And bother all our ears with plus and mnus. 

PETER. 

No more they search the philosophic mine. 
To bid the journals with their labours shine. 
And yield a glorious splendour to the page. 
Such as when Newton, H alley grac'dth'e agel 
RetirM, those Members now beliold with sighs 
The dome, like Egypt, swarm with frogs and flies; 
And you, the Pharaoh too without remorse. 
The stubborn parent of the reptile curse; 
See Wisdom yield to Folly's rude control; 
Jove's eagle murdered by a mousing owl, 

SIR JOSEPH, 

Poh ! poh ? my friend, I've star-gazers enough ; 

I now look round for difPreiit kind of stuff: 

Besides — untitled members are mere swine; 

I wish for princes on my list to shine : 

I'll have a company of stars and strings; 

I'll have a proud society oil kings J 

I'll have no miserable squeal tanttit, 

Whi 1st Fo R t u N e offers pheasants to my spit ! 

For me, the dev'l may t?»ke a nameless fry— 

No sprats, no sprats,' whilst whales can fill my eye. 

* A part of the ship well known to newioamen. 

PfiTxa. 
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PETER. 

Thus on a stall, amidst a country fair. 
Old women show of gingerbread their ware ! 
King David and Queen Bethshefa behofd. 
Strut from their dough majestic, grac'd with gold ! 

I King. Solomon so great, in ail his glory ! 

I The Queen of Sh.eb a too, renown'd ia story !' ' 

> The grannies these display with doating eyes; 

t Delighted see them all the louts surprise ; 

Whnst no poor bak*d plebeian, great or smaH, 
Dares show his sneaking hose upon the stall I 

Sir Joseph, do not fancy, that by fate 
I Great wisdom goes with titles and estate ! 

^ I grant that pride and insolence appear < 

Where purblind FoRTONE thousands giv«s^ year. • 
Too' many of Fo r t u n e*s insects have I seen. 
Proud of some little name, with scornful mien. 
High o'er the head of modest Genius rise> 
Pert, foppish^ whiffling, fluttering butterflies ! 
Weak imps ! on whom, their planets nil so kind. 
In pity to their poverty of mind. 
Around, her treasure bountifully shed, 
CouvincM tlie fools would want a bit of bread* 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Since truth must out, then know, my biting friend. 
Philosophers my soul vyitii horror rend ; 
Whene'er their mouths are opened, I am mum— » 
' Plague take 'em, should a President be dumb ? 
J loath tlie arts — the universe may know it : 
I hate a painter, and I hate a poet. 
To these two years, a bear, Marchesi growls; 
Mara and Billing TON, a brace of owls. 
To circles of pure ignorance conduct me; 
I hate ihex^ompany that can instruct me; 
I wish to imitate my Ring so nice. 
Great Prince ! who ne^er was known to take advke ! 

Kk2 Wha 



Whokeepc no company (de1ij(litful plan !) 
That daces be wis^ than hinrself, good man ! 

iPETEk. 

In troths Stf Joseph, f have often seen ye 
Look in debate a liaU Uke a ninny^ 
S^^i»g^*"^ ^^ S^Asp ^be sense with mouthy hand:^ eyes 
And with the philosopJiic. speaker rise ; 
Jusilike a. spider brush'dby Susan's broom. 
That tries to claw its thread, and mount the room ; 
Poor sprawb'ng. reptile, but with humbfed air 
Condemned to sneak away behind a chair<i. 

SIR JOSEPH. . . 

Strit to ibe point^— a »ottt leiyyTouw nxal^; 
My pow'r is too wett fix*d tor steeh to shake ; 
My sure'%Ftilt*^ty ha^hf overcome a Aditf, 

PETER, 

I own the. great, past powers of tea and toast I 
Ven'soij's a Cjesah in the fiercest fr^ j. 
Turtle, an' Alex /v-NDEK in its way : . , . ' 

And then, in quarrels of a dighttr nature, > ;. * 

Mutton's a most successfidmqdiatoi:.! . . , 

So much superior is the stomach^s smart 
To all the vaunted horror» of -the heart : 
E'en Lov t, who often triumphs in his grief. 
Hath cea^'d to feed on sighs, to pant on beef. 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Yes, yes, my friend, my tea and butter'd roU^ . 
Have found an easy pass to people's souls : 
My welUtim'd dinners (certainfolks revere) 
Have left this easy bosom nought to fear; 
The turnpike road to people's hearts, I find. 
Lies thro* their guts, or 1 mistake mankind ; 
Besides, whi]>t thus I boast my Soo*reiga's smile, ^ 
Let.ragamuffias r^i^e^ androj^Ufisrevile, ' 



PETER. 



FETER's PROPHECY. 377 

PETER. 

A1a$! Sir Joseph ! grant the Kimo you please^ 
Which evVy courtier's eye with envy sees ; 
A glorious thing loo, no man can deny it; 
Though no man ever got sl sixpence by it ; 
Yet of our lucky island, certain Ki n gs^ - 
Far from a//-mfghty, are net mighty things : : 
And tho' with many a wren you mak« him blest^ 
Arid many a tomtit's egg and tomtit'S' nest ; 
And many a monkey f^tufT'd to make him grin, 
And nvmy a fiea and beetle on a pin ; 
And promise (to cajole the royal mind) 
To make his butcher, member, and his hind ;. 
It is not he, with Polyphemus stare. 
And stern command^ pevpetucUesdhe Chair ^ 
1 know that disaffection taints the throng. 
And know the worM is lavish in its tongue. 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Ah ! tell me fairly without ipore delay. 
What His the blackguard world hath dar'd io- say : 
Perhaps a pretty devil I'm pourtrayM ; 
The world's free brush deals damnably in shade, 

PETER. 

Thus, then, *' How dares that man his carcase squat,, 

^ Bold, in the sacred chair ^'here Newton sat ; 

** Whose eye could Natu r e*s darkest veil pervade,. 

" And, sun-like, viiew. the solitary maid; 

*^ Pursue the wand'rer thro' each secret maze,. 

** And oil her labours pour a noontide blaze ? 

^ Wheato the chair Banks forc'd his bold ascent,. 

" He crawl'd a bug^ upon the monumeru,'* 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Curse them !— 

peter; 

Have patience, dear Sir Joseph, pray ! 
)1 have not mentioned half the people say : — 

K-k. 3. Thus 
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Thus then again, " He beai& the bears, so rude, 

•' With bull-dog aspppt, and with brains of mud: 

'* His werdft> Kke rtonesfor pavemdits, make tu start; 

" . Rude, roughly rumbling, tumbling &om the cart$ 

" Who for iroporbnce vX\ his lungs enfrio^ys, 

'* And thinks that words, lil^e drums, were made for ttoUe: 

" A fellow so unqualified to shine \ 

" Who never to the Joumali gave a line ; 

'^ But into SwBDsii caft a fox«likekiok» 

" And caught Goose Drv andbs to write his book.* 

*' Such is the^moitM for the claps of Fame, 

" So sought my many a 'squire and gentle dame, ' 

*' Resembling beggars that onahos arrow fat ; 

'' Who, if too weak thimulves to mie a bra^ * 

*' Buy children up to melt the tr*v1er^s eye, 

^' And from his pocket cafl the charity. 

*' Thro' him each trifle-hunter that can bring 
" A grub, a weed, a moth, a beetle's witig, 
'* Shall to a Fellow's dignity succeed ; 
" Witness Lord Chatham and his pi^^iScd^lf 
" How bad he' po\y'rs t<5 muster up the face 
" To aska PassiDSMT's important place }. 
" How with a matchless insobnce to dare 
" Abuse and jostle Pa li^o l b { from the chair ?■ . 

*' A moth* 



* A most pompoui binh in the BiitanicalVsy irco tmike it^^ 
appearance socn ; Sir Joseph, the reputed father; tliouf h Jonas> 
Dryander, the Swede, his Secretary, begets it. 

f Vulffarly called Danddion*- Something of this'kind, (a motiT 
wonderfal species!) was presented by the eldest-'born of the 
l^reat Fitl, for which he was created F. R. S. 

X About the year 1779, conductors weie otdeted oo b& placed' 
near all our mt^aziucs, to secure them from the effects of* 
lightning. A question then arose, wMck would best succeed,. 
Hunt or ]H}inted conductors } Str John PHnglei with the sensible 
pan of the Society, were of opinion, as indeed, was Dr: FranlUin^. 
that points were ppcfcrable.-^Sir Joseph Banks and his party 
roared loudly for the hiuntt. The dispute ran so high, that bi» 
Majesty tdok a part in it : »nd being rather pttrtitU to hiuni con^ 
durtor^y thought to put an end to the matter by giving his ova 
peremptory decision, and iinnouncing to the wond the superU 

oriiy 



*' A m'oth-fctitttcr, si crab -catcher, a bet 

•' That 0WC8 its sole subsistenoe to n gnat f - • 

*' A hunter of the meanest r^tile breed, 

'* A fool that crosses oceans for a weed ! 

^' Qnce towVing Scibngv made Granecourt * heir 
" home, 
*' And heavjn-*bora WiiDOM poifoaisM the dome; 
*' With awful aspect at the portal shone, 
*' And, to her mansioiY woo'd the wUe alone : 
" Now at the door see niootx-ey'd Foli^y grin^ 
*' Jnviting bifd^^nesl htmlef s to oome in ^ 
. ^' Idiots who specks on eggs devoutly ken, 
'' And furbish up a folio oo a. wren/^ 
You see the world. Sir Jos&ph» scorns to 6atter-«« 

SIR JOSEPH* 

By Gr-d f I think h hatii not sninc'd the matter* 
Yet, by the Pow'r who made me, Pbtkr, know,. 

^ I'm )tonoui'd, stared at, = wher esoe'er I go ! 

* Soon as a room I enter, lo, aH ranks 
Get up to compliment Sir Joseph Ba vkj ! 

PETER. 
Aiid then sil down again, I <io suppose y 
Andtfim^nroand the room ft whisper goes, 

ority oi'tioht. To^coiHinn hit g»Atf anil whe opinion, nobs were 
were actually fixed od iron rod» at the end of Buckingham 
Houte*. Thi«, howeTer, was t»t ali; on th9 birth day, hit 
Majesty desired Sir Joim to ' give it to the world at the opinion 
of the Royal Society,, that Dr. Franklin was wrong. The F/e- 
fident replied, like a inan« that it was not in his power to revert^ 
the order of Naeore. The Sovereign coahS not easily Mtf that, 
snd tbeivibfe r^u^ied hit caaimaiids.— Teased by the King, 
from lime to time, to.oppgse the decided opinwa of the rebeU 
lious ^ranklinr and the laws of Nature; and constantly barked 
at by Sir Joseph anil his -moth-hunting^phabnx;'. he resigned, 
the chair, and returned to -Scotland. — ^Ttie honour was instan- 
taneously snapped at, .and caught by the present possessor, such 
as he ir! 

•* The rooms of the Royal Society ace reraoyed from Crane- 
court to Somerset-place. 

"Lord, 



^60 J»STE&'S PAOPRCCY* 

*' Lord, that's Sir Joseph Banks ! how ^rand his look ! 
" Who saird all round the world with Captain Cooic l** 

SIR JOSEPH. ' 

Zounds ! what the deviPs fame, if this henoif 

PETER. 

Sir Joseph, prithee don't he such a sot — 
Those wonderful admirers, man, were dozens 
Of fresh-imported, staring country cousins. 
To London come, the waxwork to devour. 
And see their brother beasts within the^ow'r. 
True fame is praise bj men of wisdom giv'n. 
Whose souls display some workmanship of Hcav'n j 
Not by the Wooden million — ^Nature's chips. 
Whose twilight souls are ever in eolipH ; 
Puppies ! who, though on iditfsom's dark brink,. 
Because they've heads, dare fancy they ean thinks 

SIR JOSEPH.. 

What though unletter'd,* lean lead the herd;. 
And laugh at half the members to their beard. • 
Frequent to Court I go ;^ and, 'midst the ring, 
I catch most gracious whfspeF.s from the King— 

PETER*. 

And well ^I think) I hear each precious speech. 
In sentiment sublime, and language rich ^ 
*' What's new. Sir Jos sPHfwhat,^ what's new found out^ 
•* What'.«i the Society, what, what about ^ 
" Any more monsters, lizard, monkey, rat,., 
*' Egg, weed, mouse, butterfly, pig, what, what, what ?: 
" Toad, spider, grasshopper. Sir JOSEPH Banks? . 
** Any more tlianks, more thanks/ more thanks, more^ 
- ** thanks? ' 

* In spUe of our objection to Sir Jbteph as a President, we 
must allow his candour in acknowledging himself unie//er^, as - 
he really was refused, his degree at Cambridge, though every 
interest was ijnplored to make him pass muster. 

•You. 



. " You still eat* raw flesh, beetle, viper/ b^t, 
" Toad, tadpole, frog. Sir Joseph— what, what, what?" 

Such 16 the U«^u2igQ of the fir^of Kinj^Sn - 
That many a sighing heart with envy, itings! 
And much I'm pleased lO.fiirKyrtluk^ i,h«ar . ., , 
Such wise and gracious whispers greet your ear : 
Yet if the greater part of nhsa>beffs growly " 
Tho' owls themselves, and C4i9se ji9« For aii owl, ; ^ 
And bent the great Sic Jos£9iii Ba^nks to humbfe^ 
Behold the Gi A Kt Pa &s. i d en t imist toayble. 

Zoiuidsl Sir^4heQaeAC-dtf«sfoi6jr whiflUecMMs:) ' 

I have 'em ev'ly QtvosbeiitetiiAiT'tituilibw 

Electors^ M*koBAVffB„£ibiKGid>g;kiK»iBj^list; [ 

And shall ^ km paotrm^idiiQgalu.t9n9/k, 

Because (a flock of ■Btramcteicigulhi I) 

The cobweb madieikitika^ ciotod ffhetr sctilb i 

The Great, when beckoned to, my cause shall aid^ 

And happy » ihiiik Ihenmrelmi wkh ihmd» o'^i^pftid :.- . 

T'hese shall arise,; alodr wkb at miigt^ frQ!«f% [ 

Beat the bold front of^OtTwrf low downr.^ : . > 

Thus, 'by a word, the S Ht> w M a n at the Tovn^ ^ 

Exerts on brotiier savages his powV ;. 
Bids Nero, Caesar/ Pom pey,' sprciad thefir paws^ 
And show the horrors. of their gaping jaws! 

SIR JOSEPH. 

By heav'ns ! Pve merit^j say whatever you please ! ., 
Can name the vegetable tribes virith ea«Je. *' 

What monkey watks the Woorfs, or climbs a trfee, * 
Whoteg jg^fkettlo'gy^s unknown to me ? 

* Afflbhiouj of an imeommon path to the temple d£ T^mCr 
"Which no man besides himsetf dated to tread, the Knight ofteti 
exercised his.teetli \n such reixasts^ before a^ number oluiorulBtini^ 
apectaton. • •-.''• • 

PETBR. 
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PETER, ' 

I grant you. Sir, in monkey knowledge great; 

Yet say, should monkeys grve you Netvi^ssGai ? 

Such merit scarcely is enough to dub 

A man a member of a country club. • 

With novel specks on eggs to feast the eye; 

Or gaudy colours of a butterfly ; 

Or new-found fibre of some grassy blade^ . 

Well suits the idle boors of some old fnaid, 

( Whos^ sighs each lover's vanished sighs deplore) 

To murder time when Cupids kill no more ; 

Not men, who, lab'nng with a^itan rotnd» 

Should scale the skies to benefit mankind. 

I grant you full of anecdote, my friend*— 

J?oi» mo^f, and wondroas stories without end ; 

Yet if a tale can claim, or jest so rare. 

Ten thoutand goesips might demand the chair. 

To shoot at boobies^'* noddies, with such luck. 

And pepper a poor Indian like a duck ; 

To hunt for days a lizard or a gnat,. 

And run a dozen miles to catch a bat ; 

To plunge in marshes, and to scale the rocks. 

Sublime, lor scurvy erass and lady-smocks,-}- 

Are matters of proud triumph, to be sure. 

And such as Fa m e's fair volume should secure : 

Yet, to my mind, it is not such a feat. 

As gives a man a claim to Newton^s seat* 

Sin JOSEPH. 

Yet are there men of genius who support me ! 
Proud of my friendship, see Sir Jfilliatncowrt me ! 

* ** Great and manifold were Sir Joseph*8 inamphs omrer these 
defenceless animal^/' says Dr. Hawks worth's most miserable ac- 
count i which might more properly be christened, ." The History 
of Sir Joseph Banks/', so much, indeed, is Sir Joseph ^be hero of 
theUle. > 

f See Hawksworth's account of Captain Cook*8 Voyage. 

, PETSa. 
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1 PETER. 

Great in the eating knowledge, all allow ; 
Who sent you once the smncn of a sow ;^ 
Far richer food than pigs that lose their breath. 
Whipped, like poor soWiers on parades, to death. 
Sir William ! hand and glove with Naples King ! 
Who made with rare antiques the nation rin? ; ^ 

Who, when Vesuvius foamM with melted matter^ 
March'd up and clapp'd his nose into the crater, 
Just with the same sang-froid that Joan the coolt 
Casts on her.dumplings in the pot a look. 

But more the world reports (I hope untrue,) 
That hal f S I R Wi l l i a M s Mugs and Gods are new ; 
Himself iki^ baker of th' Etrurian ware. 
That made our British antiquarians stare ; 
Nay, that he means ere long to cross the main. 
And at his Naples oven sweat again ; 
And, by his late successes render'd bolder, 
To bake new mugs, and gods some ages older ! 

SIR JOSEPH. 
God bless us ! what to Hi^R so r el dare you say. 
The astronomic genius of the day, 
, Who soon will find more wonders in the skies. 
And with more Georgfum Siduses surprise ? 

PETER. 

More ^tnas in the moon — more cinder loads ! 
Perhaps mail-coaches on her turnpike roads. 
By some great Lunar Palm £r taught to fly. 
To gain the gracious glances of tlie eye 
Of some penurious man of high degree. 
And charm the monarch with a postage free; ' 

* Sir W. Hamilton, who sent Sir Joseph from Itafy this precknis 
)>resent. The mode of making it properly is, by tying the teats &l 
-a sow, soon after she hath littered ; ix>ntinuing the ligature till the 
poor creature is nearly exhausted with torture, and then cutting 
her throat The effects of the milk diffused through this belly pait 
are so delicious, as to be thought ainple atonement for the barba^- 
iHy. 

Such 
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Such at to Cb blt'n AM. :irat6ra urgM their way. 
Where CloacinA holds her etw sway ; 
Where paper-m3Is shall load witn weadth the town^ 
And ev'ry shop shall d^ ia xMishirown; 
Where for the coach ihe Kim g was wont to watch. 
Leaded with fish, fowi, bacon, and dispatch i^ 
Eggs and small beer, potatoes, too, a stort;, 
l^t cost in CaELT^NAM market two-pence more ; 
Converting thus a coach of matchless art. 
With twx> rare geldings, to a sfUler'B cart. 
But, voluble Sir Joseph — not so fast— ^ 
The fame of H E a s c H £ L is a dying blast : 
When on tlie moon he first began lo peep. 
The wood'riog woild prenoiuicM tlie gaxer, de^} 
But wiser now th' tMHWond'rii^g world, alas I ' 
Oives all poor H«iL«<:4iii.'«,()nNrj to has gkm; 
Convinced (Us W$ted«a$tr9nomtc strength 
Lies in his tubeXf ncit ^md't mommui. leagtb. 

SIR JOSBPH. 

What, niggard ! not on H&ascHaL fame bestow. 
So curious a discovVer ?— 

.P£TBB^ 

No! manjj no! 
Give it Md DG e4 whose head contains more m^ 
Than (trust me] ever lo^M in. i^ e a s c h e l's house. 

* Mr. Palmer very ^e^i^rauj/jf offered bis Sovereign a maiVcoacfa 
to carry letters and dispatches to aad from CUpTtenha'm. The 
offer w^s toa great to he refusef^^-a spleniid carriage was bnil^foT 
the occasion: his iMpst -'eoononue M^eMy, bowov«r, wisefy 
knowinig that somethiag m«re ^laii a few l«ttaia v^H he con- 
tained in Mr*.Pa^cr'^ vehicle convertx?d i^ as t^ po^t hath 
observed, into a cart, and saved many a six-peitce. 
.. ^ We ^K^9^H 'not detract f«>m Mr*. H«ttchel'$ «wif mcrit-^liy a 
fp;De .Ger^maacant-JiOYMe Ub^* \\&m»i^ a little imprevcineju ^ 
jPlK. .I$fi*dao*6 method of iQOD«trDCt-iQis<mim-ors$ such are this g€iv 
tAemafi-'s preteasion& t« a ni^^he ia the tcmpJe of Faine.-«>A6 for. 
«)is n)9tlitQipaticAl ahUniAt, tliey caniiQ^i«ely tie caUed the tlnadowt 
«f$4^e«ije^ 

X Dr« Madge of Plymouth^ 

SIR 
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Jjo, at my call the noble MAftLs'iiouGH'^ vote» 
Whose oDservations much our fame promote. 

PETER. 

Who from his Blenheim chimneys wonders spies—* 

The daily advertiser of the skies : 

Who equals his great ancestor in head ; 

A hero* who could neither write nor read; - 

Thus equal fbrm'd, to all the world's surprise; 

As one swept earth, the other sweeps the skies. « 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Hunter t wtth fish intrigues our house regales—^ 

\ . . pkter. 

The tender history of cooing shales ! J— 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Great in the noble art of gelding sows !— 
• PETER, 

And giving to the boar a barren spouse ! 

Who proves, what many unbelievers shocks. 

That age converts hen pheasants into cocks! * 

And why not, since it is deny'd by no man 

That age hath m^de John Hunter an Old Woman } 

♦ The famous Dube of Marlborougl> was reported to have fceea 
an illiterate man; which shoivs that a headpiece for |he arts aad 
. sciences, and a headpiece for facing cannon baUsj are wisely 
formed of diferenl materials. 

f John Himter actually received the Society's gold medal for 
three papers, viz. on sow-gelding ; on the wolf, jaclcall, and do^* 
proving incontestable, what the world knew before, that the afore. 
tJtid animals were bon&, fide of the same species : also on the love& 
of whales. . ^ 

% See .article 30, 1780, in the Philosophical Transactions, 
where Mr, Jo^n Hunter gives a wonderful account of a pheasant 
with three legs, that by agQ clianged from a fmnh to a male. 
.. Vo^.I. LI Belfcyi 



Believe toie, full as well mi^ht Pi^ists bring 
QutiU from eSekapu's tail, or Cherub's wi(ig; 
Saint »DriiSTAN*8 crab stick, wbich the Sa rwV imdi^t 
Broke on the bade of oi>r great foe the DEVI^^ 
Saint Andrew's toe. Saint Agatha's old smock. 
And stones that rattled round Saint Stephen's block| 
Sai^t Joseph's sighs so deep, pfe^erv'd in bottles. 
Amounting, legends say, to many-pottlets; 
Caught as the Saimt, with all hismightbnd nain. 
Was cleaving billets, for his fire in twain; 
Or bones* from Catacombs to form Dew saifi4s» 
To cure, like all quack raed'cines, allcomplaiRts! 
Such might the journals of the house record, 
As well as Hv Nt e&^ vfondriMi cock-ken bird* ' 

Sift JOSEPH. 
Like Blagdbn who can write and deeply think ? 

Whd write like fdm on irdn Moulds and ink ?t 
See shirts and shifts, by iron moulds that rot^^ 
By Blag den's wisdom lose each yellow spot! 
For this, «hall laundry virgins lifttheir.voice: 
Napkins and damask table-cloths rejoice ; . 
Ruffles and caps, and sheets,.and pilfoW-cases, 
Lose tb^lr s^ stains, and ^mile with li)1y !ace^ 
Lo ! to improve of man the soaring mind. 
For sacrecl science, tohis skinirtikind. 
Did Doctor Blagden in an ot^en % bake. 
Brown as burnt coffee or a badey cake. 
Whilst^ down his nose projecting, sweat in rills 
Utisav'ry flowed like hartAorn streams from sfeith, 

* Tn 1679, fdOT hanAted saints were recmitedj «iicfe Was th« 
extraorfKnary harvest of baptized and 'canonizrd'tioQes from.'th* 
Catacombs at Rome. Kuicf Retigious Rhes and Ceiemoiries. 

t Vidt Article 39, 17S7, of the Philos. Trims. 

J The Doctor's body in the hot oven, with his note projecting 
from the tole for' ak, trduld 1»c no irad subject lor Hie s;ra7er. 
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$IR JOSEPH. 

Great Duck weed T h o m p s o n ,* al 1 my soul re verei J 
And MuLGt^ AVE charms me with his arctic bears. 
My eyes with shells, lo ! Urn pel Davies greets ! 
And Doctor Lettsomk with his rare horse-beets ! 
Beets that with shame our parships shall o*erwl,eIm, 
And fairly drive pptcjtoes from the realm ! 
Beets ! in w- hose just applauses wq are hoarse alf ; 
Such are the wondrous pow'rs oF Marvel Jl'ofSuL-i 

PETER, 

Beets that shall keep gaunt Famine to his Estet^ 
"^And make him on Gentoos, as usual, feast j 
Whilst ev'ry lucky Hriton thatone meets 
Shall strut a Fa^stai'f, $uch thepowV of Bect^l 
Beets ! thai must bring tlie Quaker wesiilh and f^pit^ 
And g'we his cheek tl^ virgin glovir of shame ; 
Who ne'er, meek i;aanj, was known a face to pusHj 
^vNor hear hh own applause without a blush ! 
Beets! thatsbaH fe^m an <^*A in our tfin«9. 
And thus, by Pb PER piais'dj ^m})^m Uis,rhyni^9 f 

SI.B jroSEPS. 

Then, what ofAvSRATl think yop, thajt gre^t fi^^g 
Whose broad eye deems creation scarce a span ? 

PBTE©. . 

TyjiP weekly with his \yatch is sjpen to run, 
Thje little pupil of a Greenwich sun. 
To isMn ^he motioi[ks of old Time, and ipock 
The ^te/ erfiors of each London clock* 

•^ Sir Benjaarin, a second Lionxiis. 

f The more pompous name of the Beet* 

{, A silk, roercbant, and F» R. S.wfao, every Sunday, wet or 
dr)r> cloudy or sunshine, calm or windy, visits, Greenwich, t« 
cit^h ike sun on Ute meridian. Such i&^e gentleman's rag* 
for the art, that he nqw lias at- L^m ptt-ti ill, near <}i-ee'nw.icb^> 
two thousand pounds worth of astronomical instruments. 

L I 2 Thus 
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Thus Lu B I N, from his solitary Down, 
Leads lUtle Ly bin to a neighbouring town : 
The lad with ecstacy surveys the scen^ ; 
Then home returning, with triumphant mien. 
Corrects his mother's, sister's conversations, 
And wonders at his ignoraiU relations. 
AuBERT who merileth indeed applaud ! 
Full of high-sounding phrases, and wise saws; 
Who from his cradle learn'd the stars to lisp. 
And to a meteor * turn'd a will-o'-wisp l - 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Pray, then, what think ye of our famous Daines ? 

PETER, 
Think of a man deny'd, by Nature, brains / 
Whose trash so oft the royal leaves disgraces : 
Who knows not jordans, fool ! from Roman vases t 
About old pots his head for ever puzzling, 
And boring earth, like pigs for trouflesf muzzHng ; 
Who likewise from d\d urns, to crotchets leaps. 
Delights in mu$ic« and at concerts sleeps.% 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Zounds! ^is in vain,' I see, to utter praise !— 

PETER. 

Then mention some one who deserves my lays. 

4^ One fortunate evening* as be was returning from his beloved 
observatory, a Jack-a-lantern sprungupand played some tricks 
before the ptiUosophical silkman, wliose optics, too apt to mag- 
nify objects, conveited it into ki\ amazing meteor, with whicl^ 
the royal journals soon after htazed, 

f There are pigs kept expressly for. hunting troufles in soma 
parts of England. 

J Such arc the' powers of somnolency over Mr. Daines Bar- 
vington — at several of the Hanover-square cenicerts hath the Ly- 
ric Peter seen the AntR)uariao in teemirtg musical speculation, but 
verily amused yr'uh a most comfortable oap» 
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Know then, I Ve sent to distant parts to find 

Btings 1 lie most uncommon of their kind : 

The greatest jnonsters of the land and water— 

PETER. 
The beautiful defomdiies of ntture I 
Birds v?ithoii(t beads, and tails 9J)d wings,, s^nd Iieg^ 
Tremendous Cyclop pigs, and speckiess e^gs ; 
Snails from Japan, and wasps, and Indian jays. 
Command atteplion, and excite our praise : 
Chopsticks and backscrapers are curious thing?? ; 
Sca<p«, and tobacco-pipes, and Indian strings; 
Such as to charm the wond ring Ci<s we see. 
Where Don Saltero""" gives his Sunday's tea j 
Great PoN SaItero, name of high renown. 
Who treats, too, with immortal rolls the town! 

Rare are the buttons of a Romanes Breeches, 
In antiqurians eyc^'j surpassing riches : 
Rare is each crackM, black, rotten earthen dish. 
That held of ancient Rome the flesh and fish : 
Rare are the talismans that dr6ve the l)c?vil, 
. And rare the bottles that contained old snivel. . 
Owls' heads, and snoring fiogs, preserved '\\\ spirits, 
Mon certainly are not without their merits ; 
Yet these to gain, and give to public view, 
Lo ! Pa R K IN so N knows fu!! as well as you ; 
Asdid Sir AsuxoN fam'd, whose mental powV 
. Just reach'd to tell u^ by tiie clock the hour. 

SIRJOSEPH. 

Foh !' p-x ! don't laugK— such things are rich and scarce 
Be something sa<:red»--iet not all be farce. 

petj:r. 

Sir Joseph, I tnusllsMgh when things like these 
Beyond sttbhmum have pow^r lo please ; 

' * At Chelsea. ... 

LI 3 To 
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To crowd with such poor liulenas your walls. 

Is putting Master Punch into St. Paul's, 

Yet, to thepoint — the place on whidi you dote 

Hath been for ever carried by the vote. 

Know then, your parasites begin to i>eIIow, 

And call you openly a shallow fellow : 

In vain to sndling Majesty you fly; 

*Tis.on the nuiny that you must rely : 

E'ea biockkeads blush, so much are they ashamM— • 

SIR JOSEPH. 

They and their modest blushes may be d— nM* 
Ungrateful scoundrels f e^t my rolls and butter^ 
And daring thus their insolences mutter \ 
Swallow my turtle and my beef by |X)und.<«« 
And tear m^ ven'son like a pack of hounds ; 
Yet have the impudence, the brazen face,' 
To say I am not fitted for the place! 
In God*s name let my wine in ftwr^i** flow I 
E'en be my house a tavatt in So ho ! 
Of daily ven'son let me try the force. 
And keep an open house for man and horse. 
Oh ! let me hold by any means the chair !-^ 
To keep that honour every thing I dare ! 

PETER. 

I own that nothing like good cheer succeeds-* 

A man's a God whose hogshead freely bleeds : 

Champaigne can consecrate tlie damoed'st evilt 

A hungry Parasite adores a Devil ; 

In radiant virtues his poor host arrgi^s. 

And smooths him with the gossimer of praise; 

StufTd to the throat till repetition tires^ 

And Gluttony's huge greasy wish expires ; 

Apostate then, the knave denies his church. 

And leaves hts Saint, with laughter, in the lurch^ 

In short, your gormandizers and your drinkers 
Quit thek old faith, aad turn out E£^nk free-'thinkers. 

Pead 
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Dead is- the novelty of fine fat haunches. 
And truth no longer sacrificed to .paunches : 
Ashara'd^ at length, the sad repentant sin nees •' 
All blush to barter flatt'ry for good dinners : 
No charms surround the knocker of your door. 
That beam'd with honour, but now beams no more! 

SIR JOSEPH. 
Betray 'd by those on whom my all depends !— 

PETER. 
Belray'd, UkeCjESAR, by his bosom friends I 

SIR JOSEPH. 

Tho^gh man, ungrateful man, his aid deny ; 
The Pow'r whose wisdom rules yon lofty sky. 
May grant his gracious and protecting powV, 
And aid my efforts in the trying hour ! 

PETER. 

Left by your earthly friends, I fear your pray*^rs^ 
Most pious Pft E si D E N T, won't mend affairs : 
ThePow'a you mention, with all-seeing eyes. 
Well knows youF little rev'rence for his^ifc/cj."* 
Thus may your pray'rs be vain, however hearty ; • 
Besides, Heaven oft'nest joins the j/ron^e5^ party* 

SIR JOSEPH.. 

'Sblood I have I practised every art in vaiii ? 
Undaunted facM Ihe dangers of the main? — ^ 

PETER. 

Jnd hc^d Queen Oberea intheboat> 
And lost youf shoes and stockings,, and your coal t 
A circumstance that much the tate enriches. 
But provi*!enlal!y preserved your breeches ^ 

♦ Th0 Poet here most facetiously and beautiftilly aUtulcs to thr 
$eces»>u of tbc astroiuamical geiikiseA from the Soeiety^ 

For 
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For unknown tveeds, d%i'4 unknown pnU vi epcf^ce^ 
And frighten'd cannib»})ii i'wva sfcore io ^hore ; 
On each new island clapp'd King George-'ti s^l^ 
A shsLtp impression ioo o\' hardest tied ; 
Whilst witness Pistol and his brother Gun 
Looi'd with a pointed approbation on. 
A decent metliod of appropriation. 
And adding glory totne British hatidn. f 
True, you ha v6 tried Ip b? *s g*ea* *s i»fi> 
The ventVous Trojan, sport of wind and sea^ 
Who left old Troy, his parish, far from home. 
To find a Mging for imperial JRome;— 
Yet are those feats what vulgars term a bwe ,*; 
Stale stuff— the Members look for something more.. 

I grant, you naked with your servants pranc'dj 
To show how folks Bt Olaheit^ dancM r * 
And much the smiling audience you anmsM, 
Though Decency, indeed, the dance abus'dr. 
She, blushing damsel, Itirn'd her head aside. 
And wishM a whFp to-«v^ry boppfng"hide. 
Grant that you sent, to iharro the public eye, 
Egyptian stoneg,* that fbrm*d for hogs a stye ; 
With seeming hieroglyphics on their faces. 
That provM unfortunately pigs'- feet traces: 
Yetj lo ! like bulleck*; iji a fair, they roar. 
Or vacate bid you, or do something more 

51R JOSEPH.. 

*Sdeath, then, 1*11 spit in ev*ry blockhead's lace ;; 
Kick them, and purge the dwelling from disgrace^ 
PETEfi. 

Thus when a host of grasslioppers and rats,. 
By men undaunted, unabash'd by cats. 
In hopping and m running legions pours. 
Affrights the Papists, and their ^ras* devouffr; 

♦ Sir Joseph s^nt some curious Egyptian ^tones' to ihc ^n^^ 
Museum; such was^his zeal for the honour of Hieroglyphics;. 
Iwt, 0fr that buiWing ppssic^cs already as mupU of the tm^^iMe as^ 
k can zoell ouifi^niicqie^ ij^c^ T/erc WJtj»5QP4rift i-.W>Wi*» ^» 
baods. 



I VBTER's FROFHICY. Sfi3 

I Lb, armM with pray'rs to thunder in their eari> " » 

r A fii s H o p boIdr)r meets the buccaneers ; 

Sprinkles his holy water on the sod, 
1 And drives, and damns them in the name of God !* 

f • You purge the tainted dwelling from disgrace, 

j By boldly spitting in each Member's fece ! 

Where, sweet Sir Tosepli^ will you fincl the spittle, 
I Since what woulq float, the Ai^a^oK t ^^^ '<^ ^^ ^ 

"With solemn, sentimental step, so slow, 
I see you through the streets of London go, 
With poring, studious,, staring, earth-naii'd eye, ' ' 
As heedless of the mob that bustles hy. 
This was a scheme of wisdom, let me say ; 
But lo, this trap for fame hath had its da^ ; ' - 

And let me tell you what Fve urgM beiore, • > 

I The restless Members look for something^mor^. 

f * SIR JOSEPH. 

I Zounds \ han't I swallowM raw flesh like an hound i 

I ' On vilest reptiles rung the changes round? 

Eat every. filthy insect you can mention ; 

Tarts made of grashoppers, my own invention i r 

; Frogs ; tadpoles by the spooniul, long*tail'd i^np? ; •. 

And muncnd cock-chafers just like prawns or shrimps f 

\ PETER. 

In troth, I've seen you many a reptile eat. 

And heard you call the dirty dish a, ireal ; 
- Oft have I seen you meals on monkeys make ; 

Nay, Hercules surpass— flfcpoz^* your Snakk ; 

And Inake'as little of a toad or viper. 

As pelicans of mack'rel or a piper ; 

* This is actually done in Roman Catholic countries hy 
■ order of the church, in some places two attorneys are employed 
in the afikir of the grasshoppers ; one for the grasshoppers, the 
other for the people : but it is the fate of the grasshbppers to 
have the worst of it, as they are always anathematized, and 
ordered to be excommunicated if they do not quit the place 
t within a certain number of days. "^ 

t- One of our firsc*rates. 
• And 
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And wriggling roun4 ^our mogth its \iii\e cUiyrft, 
Have hearcf a bat rry '* Murther !" in youx^ j?^ws : 
Yet, hear. Sir Joseph, \yhat I've said before, 
The blu^sbing Members look for something ntqre. 

Sin, JOSEPH, 

Hell seize^ the pack !•— itneonscionable dogs \ 
Snakes, spfders, beetles, chafters, tadpoles, lirogs 
All s waHovy'd to display what man can do, 
And must the villains tuU have agmetbing neu; t 
Tell, then, each pretty Phesipei^t Cb.£axoK4^ . 
Q^^ d-mn biiD, that I'll eat an 4Uif($tpf t 

♦ . PETER. 

Sir Joseph, pray don^t eat an Alligator--* 

Go swallow something of a itjftet nature % 

Feast on the mrti and nciencicd, and bam 

Sublimity from trifles to disce^^ : 

With shells and dies, and daisies, cover'clo'er. 

Let p^rtQuBBN FiDDLBKADDLB rulenQ more t 

Thus shall Phi Losopd y her suffi'age yield» 

SirJosKFH wear his hat,* and hamm^t wiefd'; 

No more sliajl' WrspoM en the Journals. stafe, ' 

Nor NhWTOn's t imag^bhish bi^hind the cuAfR. 

» The Presirlent has the inestimable and sole privilege of 
fitting covered at t]|e Roy^ Spci«tj'« n)9«|ii>f^-r-Tlye> ^fUPffV^r 
forms a part of tlie regHif^^ to command silf o^e, ^d i»mc |lie. 
Members from their happy slumbers^ whilst their $ecretaiy^ 
Dr. Blagden* proclaims rwrt news from the mdth, bat, butterflf ^ ' 
and spider coiinaries. > • i •; • ' 

f The picture of th^ great maA,ia 'miDediateljr beiiiiid thm 
cbairof tfie Presidenju 
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PETER'S PENSIONi 

A SOLEMN EPISTLE 

TO 

A SUBLIME PERSONAGE. 



** M7 heart is inditing of a good matter— T speak of the things 
•* which I have made, unto the Ki n •• Ps a l m xiv*'* 

'* Hfonfouum Uam mvere, net tint it," 



THE ARGUMENT. 

A Grand Exordium^ containing news from -^m^t-^ 
Petbr informcth Majesty of the great noise ok 
their respective accounts — and talketh ofSAMPsofr 
^nd Da LI lah — The London Coffee-bouses and the Royaf- 
Exchange-^^ tr ZK ej.p\9.\nexh the cause of the great 
noise, arid ejaculateth — talketh of preparations at the 
Palace for his disgrace and murdei— Peter infornictli 
Majesty of what Majesty had been informed--» 
complaineth that he hath been pictured a downright 
denfil — ^beggeth that a proper enquiry may be institu- 
ted— Peter pronounceth himself no ^^«i;//— Peter 

i writeth soft sonnets, to prove that he hath not a bard 
heart. 

Petbr talketh of courtiers and court matters — of what - 
the world wickedly. saith of him— Peter cannot con« 
vincc the world— mentioneth the despondence of the 
news-papers, magazines, and reviews — also the famine 
in poetry — Peter exculpateth Majesty— Peter 
refuseth mode&tly— hinteth at Royal misfortunes, 
diamonds 9 nabobs ^ and an action of tro<uer — Pete it 
prophesieth mournfully— ^i vet h the history of Nebu- 

' CHADNEzzAR's grass diet — Peter afFordeth good 
reasons for refusing a pension — relateth an anecdote 
of a dead a rcMi/ibo^— for meth a scheme for universal 
happiness^ by discovering Sin and Shame to be a 
pair of imposterSf and for .making mournful Sunday 
merry— Peter outdoeth old poets in egotism — con- 
demneth Mistress Damer the great sbe statuary^ for 
attempting our most sublime Sovereign — Peter, 
like many autbors^ exhibiteth prodigious acquaintance 
with ancient literature, by mentioning the names of 
Jupiter, Phidias, Praxiteles, Virgil, and Au- 
GUSTtJs C-ssAR — Peter pufFeth again — Peter pro- 
duceth a tale about Majesty, Mr. Robinson, Al- 
DERM AN Skinner, and choaked sbeep — Also a tale 
of Majesty and Parson Voung, wnosc neck was 
unfortunately unhinged at a hunt. 

Peter still hankereth after pension«-— declaimeth on 
the powers of poetry, ' as also on bis o'wn miraculous 
powers. — Peter professeth independency, and great 
capability of making a hearty mutton-bone dinner like 
VeL^ K ' Mm Andrewr 



39^ A&GUMBNT. 

Andrew Manrel«-PsTt& distrusteth hjs fortitude^— 
quoteth Opposition men for pitiful desertion of prin- 
ciple^ and descanteth on mooey— ^t^sTSR telleth an 
iUpposite tal«^of Z^uiy Hunlingtoa^s Parson, a dog, and 
a. *aquire. 

Peter quoteth the tvtnd and Mr. Eden— exhibiteth 
more symptoms of pension-love— concludeth in a foam 
against knigbtbooJ. 
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^READ Six, the rams horns that blew down 
The walls of J e k i c ho's old town. 

Made a most monstrxnis uproar, all afgrec: 
But, lo ! a louder nofse around us rages. 
About two most inriportant personages J 

Ko- less; mj Roj'al LitcK, than yoa. and Afr / 

Jn short, not greater the Philistine! made 
When ]>A L 1 1 A H , a little artful jade. 

(Indeed a verj pretty girl) 
Snipped off her lover Mr. Sampson's ciirl. 
Who well repaid the clamours of the bears. 
By pulling down the hqitse about their earvj 

Prodigious is the shalce around ! , ~ 

Still London keeps (thank God) her ground ! 

Yet, how th' Exchange and. Coffee-houses ringt 

Nothing is heard but Peter and the King :* 

The handi«ome bar-mdids stare as mute as'fishes; 

And sallow waiters, frighteifd, drop tlteir (Kshes t ' " ' 

At first *twals thought the triumph of the Jews 
On some great victVy in the boxing way : 

The news, the very anttchristian news, x ' 

OflsRAEL's Hero* having won the day :. ,^ 

And Humphries, a true Christian boxer, beat; ! 

Enough to give all Christendom a sweat. 

• Mendoza. 
Mm 2 Agaia 



400 fetEr's pension. 

Again^'lwas thought great news of the^ Grand Turk, 
Who on his hands liath got some serious work : 

'Twas fancied be had lost the day ; 
That evVy Mussulman was^kill'd in battle^ , 

A filte most proper for such heathen catilc, 
- Who do not pra^ to God our way. 

But, lo ! unlo the lofty skies. 

Of sound this wonderful ascension, 
l^oth veril}', my Liege, from this arise; 

I'hat }'ou have given the gentle fiard a pensloi^! 

Great is the shout indeed. Sir, al] abroad. 

That you have orderM me this handsome thing; 

On which, with lifted eyes, Vve said, " Good God ; 
" Though great my merits, yet how great the King !^ 

And yet, believe me. Sir, I lately heard. 

That all your doors vvere doubly locJt'd and barr'd 

Against the Fob r, for his tuneful art ; 
And that the tall, stiff, stately red machines 
Your grenadiers, the guards of Kings and Queens, 

Were ordered all to stab me to the heart : 

That, if to house of Buckingham i came. 

Commands so dread were given to Mistres B&icg> • 

A qomely, squabby, stout, two-handed dame, ^ 
To box the Pokt';» ears and pull bis wig ; 

The cooks to spit htm-r>curry him the grooms ; 

And kUtciun ^utensXo baste him with tlteir brooais« 

You're told that in my ways I'lir very evil ! 

.So ugly ! fit to travel for a show ; 
And that I look all grimly where I go ! 
Just like a devil 1 
With horns^ and tails, and hoofs, that make folks start. 
And in my breast a millstoneibr a heart ! 

This, cometh from a certain painter. Sire: 
Bid story* mousing Nicolay inquire \ 

Your 



Your PagCy your Mercury, with cunning eyes ; 
Who, jumping at each sound, so eager opes 
His pretty wither'd pair of Chinese chop^. 

Like a Dutch dog that leaps at butterflies. 
He, Sire, will look me o'er, and will not fail 
To swear that I*ve no horns, nor hoolV, jiOT tail. 

Lord ! Lord ! these sayings grieve me atid surprise ! ' 
Dread Sir, don^t see with other people's eyes — 

No dev'I am I, with horns, and taW and hOofs : 
As for the likeness of my heart to stone ; 
No, Sir, *tis full as tender as your own : 

Accept, my Liege, some simple love-sick prooft- 



FoR CYNTHIA. 

AH ! tell me no more, my dear girl, with a sigh. 

That a coldness will creep o'er my heart; 
That a sullen indifference will dwell on my eye, 
, When thy beauty begins to depart. 

Shall thy graces, O Cynthia, that gladden my dajr^ 
And brighten the gloom of the night. 
Till life be extinguished, from memory stray^ 
Which it ought to review with delight f 

Upbraiding, shall Gratitudk say with a tear, 
" That no longer I think of those charms 

" Which gave to my bosom such rapture sincere, 
" And faded at length in my arms ?" 

Why yes^ 1 It may happen, thou Damsel divine : 
To be honest— r freely declare, ^ '' * 

That e'en now to thy converse so much I incline^ 
I akcddif forget thou ^xtfqir. 

Mm 3 f4 
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To LAURA. 

HOW happy was my mom of love. 
When first thy beauty won my heart ! 

How guiltless of a wish to rove ! 
I deem'd it more than death to part! 

Whene'er from t?iecj chancM to stray 
How fancy dwelt upon thy mien. 

That spread with flow rs my distant way. 
And show Vd delight on every scene I 

But, Fortune, envious of my joys, 
' Hath robbM a lover of thy charms; 
From me thy sweetest smile decoys. 
And gives thee to another's arms. 

Yet, though nu/ tears are doomVl to ^w,. 

May tears be never La v r a's lot ! 
Let LbvB protect thy heart from woe; 

His wound to min€ shall be forgot. 



HYMN TO MODESTY. 

O! Modesty, thou shy and blushfuf maid 
Do'ntof a simple shepherd he afraid : 
Wert thpu my lamb, \^Iih sweetest grass Vd treat thee; 
I am no wolf so ♦;avage that would eat thee : 

Then hasle with me, O nymph, to dwell. 

And give a goddess to my cell. 

Thy fragraVit breast, fike Alpine snows so white. 

Where all the nestling Loves delight to lie ; 
Thine eyes so soft that shed the milder light 
C^ I^ 10 ht's pale wand'rer o'er her cloudless sky, 
iiA O Dyropb> 
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O nymph, my panting, wishing bosom warm» 
And beam around me, what a world of charm 1 

Then haste with me, O nymph, Co dwells 

And give a goddess to my ceil. 

Thy flaxen ringlets, that luxuriant spread. 
And hide thy £>som with an envious shade ; 
Thy ix)lish'd cheek so dimpled, where the rose 
In all the bloom of ripening summer blows; 
Thy luscious lips that hea^nly dreams inspire. 
By beauty formed, and loaded with desire ; . 
With sorrow, and with wonder, lo f I see 
(What melting treasures !) i^rownauMiy on Mee. 

Then haste with me, O nymph> to dwell. 

And give a goddess to my cell. 

Thou knowest not that bosom's fair design; 
And for those two pouting lips divine. 

Thou think'st them formM alone for simple chat- 
To bill so happy with thy fav'rile dove. 
And playful force, with sweetly fondling love. 
Their kisses on a lap-dog or a cat, 

Then haste with me, meek maid, to dwell. 
And give a goddess to my cell. 

Such thoughts thy sweet simplicity produces ! 
But I can point out far sublimer uses ; 
Uses the very best of men esteem — 
Of which thine innocence did never dream : 

Then haste with me, meek maid, to dwell. 

And give a goddess to my cell. 

Oh! fly from Impudence, the brazen rogue. 
Whose flippant tongue hath got the Irish brogue: 
Whose hands would pluck thee like the fairest flower; 
Thy cheeks^ 'eyes, forehead, lips and neck devour; 
Shun, shun that Caliban, and with me dwell : 
Then come, and give a goddess to my cell. 

The world, Q simple maid, is full of art. 

Would turn fchee pale, andfill with dread thy hbart. 

Didst 
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Didst thou penative b«t Wftiie ^oares 
The DevU for charms bke tbine preparer! 

Tlien hast^ O nymph^ with me to dwell. 

And give a goddess to my cell. 

From morn to eve my ki« of speechless teve. 
Thy eyes' mild beam and Mashes shalf rmprove; 
And, lo ! from our so* innocent embrace. 
Young Modesties shaH spring, a numerous race ! 

The blushing girls in ev*ry thing Eke tiiee. 
The bashful boys prodigiously like me I 

Then haste with roe, O nymph, to dwell, 

Aqd give a goddess to my ceil. 



IS not this pretty, Sir ? can aught be sweeter? 
Instead of that vile appellation. Devil, 
So blackguard, so unfriendly, and uncivil. 

Should not I be baptized ^egtnUt Petbr ? 

Great is the buz about the Court, 

As at th' Exchange, where Jews, Turks, Chwstiaos 
meet. 
Or Smith field. Fair, where beasts of ev*ry sort. 

Pigs, sheep, men, bullocks, all so. friendly greet. 

Busy indeed is many a sly court leech : 

Afraid lo trust each other with a speech — 

In hems, and hahs, and half-words hinting ; 

Some whispVing, listening, tip-toe wallLuig, squinting; 

For> lo I so warily each courtier speaks. 

They seem to talk with halters round their neckk 

Some praise the King for nobleness of spirit^ 
For ever studying how to find out merits 

Whilst 
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Whilst from its box the heart doth siily peep, 
Aiid asks the tongue with marvling ejes. 

How it can dare to tell a heap " ^ „ , 

Of such uBConscronable, bare-f^t^d 'lies ? ' ''' '''^'' 

*' How are the mighty falPn !'* the people cry— : 

" Meaning mk — 
" Another hog of Efi GURUS* stye; 

•' This vile apostate bends to Baal the knee ; 
" Lq, for a_ little meat and guzzle, 
** This sneaking cur, too, takes the muassle* 

.* 
*' In lyric scandal soon will be a chasm, 
" He wrote for bribes, /tis plain, and now he iias/em% ,, 
*' This mighty war-horse will be s6on in hand, 

*' By means of meat, theprice of venal notes^ 
'5 Calm as a hackney coach-horse on his standi 

<' Tossing about bjs nos^-bag and his oats.- . . ^ .> 

" Whatever he bath said, he dares tmsay, ' '* 

*' In native ibopttdaice so rich-— 
" Expla'm the plainest things away, ' *' 

" And call his Muse a tbrwardb— — ! 
'' Treat fire of friendly promises as smoke, 
" And laugh at truth and honour as a joke/' 

Such, Sir, 4s your good people's canstant howl» 

As thick as small birds peslering a poor owL 

In vun I tell the world around. 
That I have not a pension found : 

This speech of simple truth' the mob enrages : 
'* Peter, this is an arrant lie — 
*' The fact is clear, too clear,*' they cry— 

" Thou hast already touched a quarter's wages. 

" Varlet, it always was thy vile intention ; 

" Thou hast, thou hast, thou liar ! got a pension." « 

StiU 
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- Still, to fupfaodcny innocence, Tve^aid, 
Most sinfully, I own — " I ha'n^, by G — :'* 
.Yet, had 1 sworn my eyeftoul of my head. 
They never had^i3<^h&v\l-p-How vastly odd 1 

The morning and the evening papers. 
Struck by the stiund, are in the vapours, 

Ancf mourn and droop, to think Vm de^d. 
^ tunn'd by the unexpected news, 
The Ma 6 A^a&i k bs and 5age R e vi ews^ 

Forgrief can scarcely lift the head. 

*^' Nothing but poor, mechanic stuff,'* they cry,* 
." Shall now be quoted for tlie public eye i—- - 

*' No,tbing original in song— 
" *N6 novelty of images and thought ^. . 

** Before our fair tribunal shall be brought! 

" Biit trifling transpositions of our tongue: 

" Nought but a s6Ten!ti pbmp of words, - 

" Bearing a lifeless thought, shall readers meet : 
« The picture,ofa.f*iiHBttfl that i^abr*, ■ • 

** So solemn marching through theMfMrinf^ str^t $ 
«<- Where flags, and b^cse^ ana foot, » sorrow ap«^ 
" With all the dfoad dismaltty of crape, . 
*' Near the poor corpse-*->perha^>s a puny brat, 
♦* Or dry old maid^ as meagre a* a cat." 

No, Sir, you never ofierM me a pension ; 
But then I guess it is your kind i *- mtion r 
Yes, Sir, you mean a smalt douceur tp proffer; . 
But give toe leave. Sir, to decline tlie offer. 

I'm much obliged t'ye. Sir, for your good will ; 

But Oratorios have half undone ye : 
'Tis whisper'd, too, tliat thieves have robb'd the tUl 

Which )iept your milk and butter money. 

So much with wtsdom saving are you taken^ * 
jDxury and Corjeab-Gardcn seem forsaken : 



Since 
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Since co3<attendetlv those Ihe^Hc bdrders; ; ' •* ^ 

Content you go to R ic h m o N d Hd u«ft wif^i criat: ^ 

Form'd to delight all eyes^ all h^rts ei^ga^. 
When lately the sweet Princess* came of age. 
Train-oil, instead of wax, was bid illume 
The goodly company and. dancing-room ! 
This.never had been done« Pm very sure. 
Had not you been, dread Sir, e:slremely poor. 

' You now want guineas to buy liv« stocky. Sir, 
To graze your Windsor hill and Windsor vale; 

. And farmers will not let their cattle stir, 

llntil the money '^ down upon the nail. - , 

I'm told your sheep hav0 dyM.by dogs and bitches. 
And that your fowls have suffered by the filc*hewsi: 
/And that your n^an-traps, gimrds of goose. and duck. 
And cocks and hens, have had but so-so luck • 
Scarce fifty rogues, yi chase of fowls and eggs; : . 
Have in those loving engines left their legs. 

The bulse. Sir, on a visit to the Tow'r, 
Howe'er the royal visage may look sour> 
However an object of a deep devotion, ' 

Must cr^ss once more the eastern ocean ! 

Indeed I hope the 'diamonds willjbe o^. 

Or scandal oiv us rolls in floods : 
Some Nabob m^y be vile enough ^ ,, 

To bring an action for stolen goods : 
An action, to speak lawyer-like, of trover; 
And Heav'ji forbid it should come over 1 

For money matters, . I am sure. 

The Abbey music was put off; 
Because the royal purse is poor, ^ 

Plagu'd with a dry consumptive cough: 
Yet in full health again that purse niay riot. 
By God's grace, and a skim^^ipilk diet. 



* Princess Royal. 
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Close as * vice behpld the nalion^s fist { - . 

Vain Yfovid he moujUiS made up for Civil List $ 
^nd humble pray'rs, so very stale. 
Will all bqcaird an old wife's tale. > 

Your faithful Commons to your cravrngs 
Will not give up the nation's savings : 
Your fav'rite minister, I'm told, runs res/t^ 
And grpwb at such petitions like a mastifi*. 

What if fii^ good friend Hastings goes to pot? 

Adams and Anstruther have flung hard stones ; 
He finds his situation rather hot : 

BuRKB, Fox, and Sheridan, may break his bones. 

As surely as we saw and felt the bulse, 
Hastings hath got a very awkward pulse ; 

Therefore in jeopardy the culprit stands ! 
Like patients whose disorders doctors slight ' 
Too often, he may bid us allgood night ; 

And slip, poor man, between our handf • 

Then, Sir ! oh ! then, as long a» life endures. 
Nought but remembrance of the bulse is ours ; 
And to a stomach that like <ntrs digest, 
Slightls the dinner on reniemher*d feasts. 

I think we cases understand, and ken 
Symptoms as well as most ingeniotts men ; 
But, Lord ! how oft the wisest are mistakefti ! 
Therefore I tremble for his badger'd bacon. 

We may be &ut, with all our skill so clever ; 
And what we think an aguei ptoxejait/ever. 

Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, the Kino, 
As sacred hist'ries sweetly sing, 
"Was on all fours turn'd out to grass^ 
. Just like a horse, or mule, or ass : 

Heav*n5 
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Heav'ns! what a Fall from kingly glorj f 
I hope it wfll not so turn out 
That we shal! have (to make a roiit) 

A second part of that old story 1 

This pensioii was' well meant, O glotious King, 
And for the bard a very pretty thing ; 
~But let me. Sir, refuse it, I implore— 
/ought not to be rich whilst i/ou are poor : 
No, Sirl I cannot be your humble hack ; 
I fear your Majesty would break my back* 

I dare refuse )'0u for ancfther reason— 

We differ in religion. Sir, a deal ; ' v 
You fancy it a sin allyM to treason. 

And vastly dangerous to the common weal» 
For subjects, minuets and jigs to play 
On the Lord's day. 

Now, Sir, Pm very fond of fiddlinr ; 

And, in my morals, what the wof id calls nnddUng ; 

I've ask'd of Co n s ci e n ce, who Came strait from Heav'n, 

Whether I stood a chsmce to be forgiv'n. 

If on a Sunday, from all scruple;5 free, 

I acrapM the aid Black Joke and Chhe Ame f , 

" Poh ! blockhead'* (answerM Conscience) kaow^* 
'• G(k1 never against music made a rule ; 

*' On Sundays you may safely take your bow— 
*' And play as well the fiddle as the fool.'* 

A'late Abchbishop,* too, O King, 

Who knew most secrets of the skies. 
Said, Heav'n on Sundays relish'd pipe and string. 

Where sounds on sounds unceasinjr-rise;.^ 
And ask'd, as Simdaif had its music there. 
Why Simday should not have its music /lere f 
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In consequence of this divine opinion. 

That Prince of Parsons in your great dominion 

Inform'd his fashionable wife, , • 

That she might have her Sunday routs and cards, . 
And meet at last with Heav'n's rewards. 

When Death should take her precious Ufe. 

Thus dropping pious qualms, religious doubts, 
,His Lady did enjoy her Sunday routs ! 
Upon Goo d-Fk i d a y, too, that axuful day, 
Lo ! like Vauxhall,*W21s Lambeth all sogay ! 

Now if his present* Gr ace, with sharpened eyes, ' 

Could squint a little deeper in the skies. 

He might be able to inform his Dame 

Of two impostors, pVhaps, cali'd Sin and Shame. 

Who many a pleasure from our grasp remove. 

Pretending to commissions from above* 

Like this, a secret, could his Grace explore,* 
What a proud day for Us and Misi ress Moore ! 
For, lo 1 two greater foes we cannot name 
To this world's joys, than Messieurs Sin and Shams* 

Then might we think no more of praise^ and pray'r. 
But leave at will our Maker in the lurch ; 

Sleep, racket, lie a bed, or take the air. 
And order (Tivls and hats to go to church. ^ 

Sunday, like other days, would then have life; 

Now prim, and starch, and silent, as a Quaker; 
And gloomy in her looks, as if the wife 

Or widow of an Undlrtaker. 

Happy should I have been, my Liege, 
So great a Monarch to oblige : 
And, Sir, betwceh you, and the post, 
And me, you don't know what you've lost. 



* Dr. Moore. 



The 



Peter's PENSION. 411 

The loss of me, so great a Bard, 
Is nol, O King I to be repaired. 
My verse, superior to the hardest rock, 

Nor earthquake fears, nor sea, nor fire ; 
Surpassing, therefore,- Mistress Damer's block. 

That boasts some little likeness of you, Sire# 
That block, so ponderous, must with age decay, , 
And all the lines of Avisdom wear away : 
I grant the Lady's loyalty and love: 
Yet, " none but Phidias should attempt a Jove.** 

The Macedonian HtRo grac'd the stone 

Of fam'd Praxiteles alone ; 
Forbidding others to attempt his nob, , 
It was so great and difficult a job. 

Augustus swore an oath so dread. 

He'd cut off any poet's head, 

But Virgil's, that should ftere his- praise rehearse. 

Or mention ev'n his name in verse. 

Then, Sir, if I may be a little free. 

My art would suit your merits to a T. 

Lord ! in my adaiQantine lays 

Your virtues would like bonfires blaze; 

So firm your tuneful jeweller would set 'em. 

They'd break the teeth of Time to eat 'em. 

Wrapp'd in the splendour of ray golden line. 
For ever would your Majesty be fine 5 
Appear a gentleman of first repute. 
And always glitter in a birth-day suit. 

Then to all stories would I givfe the lie. 

That dar'd attack you, and your fame devour; 

Making a King a ninepin in our eye, 

Whooiight Irfcr^ Egypt's pyramids to tow'r j 

Such as the folk *mg fable, for example ; 

Of impudence, uz/preoedented sample I 

N n 2 TH« 
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THE ROYAL SHEEP. 

^OME time a^o a dozen lambf. 
Two revVend patriarchal rams. 
And one gocid motherly old ewe. 
Died on a sudden down^at Ke w : 

Where, wilh the sweetiest innocence alas I 

Those pretty, inoffensive lambs. 

And reverend horned patriarrhal rams, 
And motherly old ewe, were nibbling grass : 
All, t^-=r fair property of (xir great King, 
Whose Vleaths did much the Royal bosom wring : 
'Twas said that dogs had tickled them to death; 
Thy'd wilh their gentle throats^ and sto()p'd their breatbi 

Like HoMER^'s heroes on th^ ensanguinM plain^ 
Stalk'd Mister Robin sok * around the slain [ 

And never wa^ more fVighten'd in his life! 
So shorkM was Mistbr Robxnsom'.s whole face. 
Not stronger horrors could have taken place^ 

Had Cerberus devoui-'d hrs wife! 

• With wild, despairing looks, and sighs. 
And wet and pity-a>iking eyes, ' 
He, trembling, (o the royal presence ventur'd— 
White as the whitest napkin when he entered ! 
White as the man who sought King Prmm's bed^ 
Aitd Lold him that bis warlike son wa« dead. 

" Oh, please your Majesty'* — he, blubb'ring cryM — 

And then <topp'd short — 
•* What? what ? what? what ?" the staring King replied; 
** Speak, Roj;>insou, speak, speak--*wl;at, what's the 

' " hmV /. 

.c I 

» The Hind, . 

"OSire!** 
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*' O Sire !'* said Robinson again — • 

" Speak," said the King, ** put, put me out of pain ; 

" Don't, donH in this suspense a body keep/*— 

*' O Sire!'' cry'd Robinson, *^ the sheep ! 'the sheep I" 

" What of tlie sheep,'' reply'd the King, " pray, pray ? — 

'' Dead 1 Hobinson, dead, dead, or run away ^" 

*' Dead !" answer'd Robinson — '* dead ! dead ! dead ! 

" dead !'' 
Then, like a drooping lily, hung his head ! 

*' How, how ?" the Monarch ask'd with visage sad— • 
** By dogSy" said Robinson, '* and likely mad V 
*' No, no, they can't be. mad, they can't be mad--- 
'*' No, no, things ar'n't so bad, tilings ar'n't so bad," / 

^ Rcjoin'd the King : 
*' Off with them quick to market — quick, depart : 
* In with them, in, in with them in a cait : 
*' Sell, sell them for as much as they will bring." 

Now to Fleet Market, driving like the wind. 
Amidst the murd'erM mutton, rode the Hi nd. 

All in the royal carl so great. 

To try to sell the royal meat. 

The news of this rare batch of lambs^. 

And ewes and rams, ' . 

Designed for many a London dinner, 
Reach'd the fair ears of Master Sheriff Skinner, 
Who, vyith a hammer, and a conscience clear. 
Gets glory and ten thou-^and pounds a year; 
And who, if things go tolerably fair, 
Will rise one day proufl Lo n d o n 's proud Lor dMa^yqr . 

' The Alderman was in his pulpit shinin;^; 

'Midst Gentlemen with nightcaps, hair and wigs; 
In language most rhetorical defining 
The sterling merit of a lot of pigs : 

N n 3 When 



When suddenly the news was brouj^ht. 

That in Fleet Market were unwholesome sheep. 
Which made the Preacher from his pulpit leap. 

As nimble as a ta^'Ior, or as thought. 

For justice panting, and una w*d by fears. 

This King, this Emperor of Auctioneers 

Set off— a furious face indeed "he put on- 
Like lightning* did he gallop up Cheapside! 
In thunder down through Ludgate did he ride. 

To catch the man who scdd this dreadful mutton. 

^ow (o Fleet Market, full of wrath, he came. 
And with the spirit of an ancient. Roman, 
Exceeded, i believe, by no man. 

The Alderman., so virtuous, cry 'd out " Sham^ !** 

♦* D — ^mme,'' to Robinson said Master Skin nek, 
•' Who oh such mutton. Sir, can make a dinner ?^ 

" You, if you please/' 
Cry'd Mr. Robinson, with perfect ease* 

" Sir ! quoth the red4iot Alderman again — 
" yoM,** quoth the Hi no, in just the same cool strain. 
*' Off, off," cry'd Skinner, with your carrion heap ; 
" Quick, d — ^mme^ take away your nasty sheep. 

*' Whilst I command,.not e*en the King 

•' Shall such vile stuif to market bring, ' 

" And London stalls such garbage put on ; 

** So take away your stinking mutton.** 

* ^ You^ reply'd Robinson, **yoii cry out * shame !* 

" You blast the .sheep, good Master Skinner, prtiy ; 
** You give the harmless mutton a bad name ! 
" You impudently order it away ! 

** Sweet Master ALDER^fAN, don't make this rout r 
** Clap on your spectacles upon your snout I 

' ■ - •* And 
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'' And then your keen, surveying eyes regale 
*' Wiih those same fine large letters on the cart 

5' Which brought this blasted mutton here foe sale,"— 
Poor Skin n er read, and read it with a ^qri. 

Like Hamlet, frightenM at his father^B ghost. 
The Alderman stood staring like a post ; 
He saw G. R. inscribed, in handsome letters, # 
Which provM-the slieep belongM unto his betters* 

The Alderman now turn'd to deep reflection ; 
And being blest with proper recollection, 
Exclaim'd ! " Fve made a great mistake — Oh ! saA— 
" The sheep are really not so bad. 

" Dear Mister Robinson, I beg you pardon ; 
'* Your Job-like patience Pve borne hard op, 
" Whoever says the mutton is not good, 
" .Knows nothing. Mister Robinson of food ; 

" I verily beHeve I could turn glutton, 
" On sucl> neat, wholesome, pretty-looking muttpD* 
** Pray, Mister Robinson, the mutton sell— ' 

" I hope. Sir, that his Majesty is well." , 

So saymg. Mister Robinson he quilted, 
*With cherubimic smiles and placid brows. 

For such embarrassing occasions, fitted — 
Adding just five-and-twenty humble bowsl 

To work went Robinson to sell the'sheep ! 

But people would not buy, except dog cheap* 

At length the sheep were sold— without the fleece ; 

And brought King George just half-a-crown a piece. 

Now for the other saucy l^ng story. 

Made, OHQ would think, to tarnish kingly glory* 



THE 
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The K*** and PARSON YOUNG. 

TI^E K*** (God bless him) met olil Parson You wa 
Walkings on Windsor Terrace ene fair mofning : 

Dcli^l.lt'ul was the day ; the scent was strong; 
A heavenly d<ty for ow)ing and for horning ! 

For tearing farmers* hedges down — hallowings — ' 

Shouts, curves, oaths, and sucii-hike pious doings^ 

" Young," cried the K***, "d'ye hunt, d*ye hunt 

" to-day ? 
'* Yes, yes — what; what ? yes, yes, fine day, fine day ►'* 

Low with a reverend bow the FrFest reply^^ 
«« (Great King 1 I really have no horse to ride : 
** Nothing, O Monarch, but ray founder 'd mare, 
*€ And ahe, ray Liege as blind as she caa stare." 

t 

* No horse! rejoined the K***", iio horse, no horse !'* 

** Indeed," the Farsoh added, "Ihav'enone: 
•' Nothing but poor old i)o/;64/i— who of course 
" Is dangerous — being blinder than a §tone." 
•• Blind, blind. Young ? never mind^you must, must 

" go, 
•* Must hunt, must hunt. Young— Stay behind ?— no 
" no." 

« 
What pity, that the King, in his discourse, 
Forgot to say, " V\\ lend ye. Young, a horse !** 

The K*** to Young behaving thus so kind,. 
Whatever the danger, and howe'er inclined. 

At horoe with politcsse Young c;ould not stay :: 
So up his Rev'r knce -got upon the mare, 
Resolv'd tlie chace with Majesty to share^ 

Whate'er tlie dangers of the day. 

Kouz'd 
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Rouz'd was thedder! the Kf n<} and Parson Young, 
Castor and Pollux like, rode side by side; 

When lo ! a ditch was to be spiling ! 

Over leapM Gko&gethe Thir d with kingly pride; 

Over jump'd Tinker, Tomer, RockuDOod, TowJer; 

'Over junip'd Afehdall, Brushwood, J ubal, Jowler, 

Trimbush and Lightning, Music, Ilanier, Wondtr, 

And fifty others with their mouths of thuntier — 

Great names whose pedigrees^ s^fair. 
With those of Homer^s heroes might compare!* 

Thus gloriously attended, leap'd the Kcng, 
By all those hounds attended with a spring 1 
Not Cesar's self a fiercer look put rtn 
Wheii with his host he pass'd the Rubicon! 

But wayward Fate the Parson's palfrey humbled^ 

And gave the mare a sudden check : 
Unfortunately poor blind Dobbin stumbled. 

And broke his Reverence's neck. 

The MoNAftcHi gaping, with amaze look 'd round 

Upon his dead companion on the ground ; 

'' What, what?" he cry'd," Young dead! Young dead! 

" Young dead 1 
" Humph'! take him up, and put him home to bed/* 

. Thus having finished, with a cheerful face 
NiMROD. the Second joinM the jovial chace. 



A MORAL REFLECTION. 
FOOLS would have stopp'd when Parson Young wai 

kiird, / - 

And giv'n up ev'ry thought of houncf and deer ; 
^nd, with a weakness, call'd Compassion, filPd, 
Had iMXii^dSamariian,, and droppM a tear. 

^u« 
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But better far the Royal Spoilsman knew ; 

He smelt the consequence, beyond a doubt-: ' 
JFu!) well he guess'd he should not have a view ; 

And that lie should be shamefuljy thrown out. 

P'rhaps from tlie royal eye a tear might hop ; 
Y^t Pagers wear they never saw it drop. 

But Majesty may s^y : " What, what, what's death ? 
" Nought, nought, nought but a littJe loss of breath." 

To Parson You n g 'twas more, I'm rery clear j 
lie lost by death some hundred pounds a year. 



. A GREAT deal, my dear Liege, depends 
On having clever bards for friends : 
What had Achilles been without his Homer ? 
A taylor, woollen-draper, or a comber ; 
Fellows that have been dead a hundred year. 
None, but the Lord, knows how or where. 

In Poetry's rich grass how virtues thrive ! 
Some, when put in so lean, scarce seem aKve ; • 
And yet, so speedily a bulk obtain. 
That ev'n their owners know them not again. 

Could you, indeed, have gained ?ity Miise of fire. 
Great would your luck have been, indeed great Sire ! 

Then had I prais'd your nobleness of spirit : 
Then had I boasted that myself, 
IJiglu Peter, was the first blest, tuneful elf. 

You ever gave a farthing toior merit. 

Though monfey be a pretty handy tool ; 
Of Mammon, lo I I scoi'-'to bethe fool: 
If FoRTu N E calls, she^s welcome to my cot, 
Whetlier she leaves a guinea, or a groat ; " ' 

' For 
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For whether she brirrgs me froii^ the butcher's shop^ 

The vihole sheep, or a simple chop. 

For lo! hke Andrew Marvel I can dine, 

And deem a mutton bone extremely fine: 

Then, Sir, how difficult the task, you see. 

To bribe a moderate Gentleman Wk^me, 

I will not swear, point blank, I shall not alter — 
A* Saint, my namesake, orice was known to faulter. 

Nay more — some clever men in Opposition, 
Whose souls did really seem in good Condition ; 

Who made of Pitt such horrible complaint^ 
And damn'd him ibr the worst oF knaves; 
Alter'd their minds — became P^n^< alject slaves. 

And puWish'd their new Patron lor a Saint* 

And who is there that may not change his aiind ? ' 

Where can you Folks of that description find. 

Who will not sell their souls for cash, . 

That most angelic, diabolic tra>'h ? 

E'en grave Divines submit to glittering gold ; 

The best oF consciences are bought ancf sold : 

As in a tale I'll shovv, most edifying. 

And prove to all the world, that Tm not lying. 



THE PARSON, THE \SQUIRE, AND THE ^ 
SPANIEL. 

-A TALE. 

A GENTLEMAN possessM a favourite spaniel. 
So good, he never treated man nor maid ill: 
This dog> of whomvve cannot too much say. 
Got from his godfather the name of I'ray, 

• The story of Saint Peter and the Cock, is universally known. 

' After 
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After ten years of service just. 

Tray, like the race of mortals, sought tliC'dust 5 

That is to say, the spaniel dy 'd : ^ 
A coffin then was order'd to be made^ 
The dog was in the churchyard laid. 

And o'er his pale remains the master cry 'd. 

Lamenting much his trusty feir-cfed friend; 
And willing to comnaemofate his end. 
He rais'd a small blue stone, just after burial. 
And weeping, wrote on it this sweet memorial : 

TRAY'S EPITAPH. 

HERE rests the relics of a friend below. 

Blest with more sense than half the folks I know : 

Fond of his ease, an<l to no parties prone. 

He damn'd no sect, but Calmly gnaw'd his bone ; 

Perform'd his functions well in ev'ry way.— 

Blush, Chr isTi'ANt, if you can, and copy Tray, 



THE Curate of the i7w«/i*?i^(fomrtn Band, 
Rare breed of gospel hawks that scour the land. 
And fierce on sins their quarry fall'-^ 
Thqse locusts that would eat us all ; 

Men who, with new invented patent eyes,- 
See Heav'n and all the angels in the skies. 
As plain as, in the box of Showman Swiss, 
For Ijitle Master made, and curious Miss, 
We see with huge delight the King of France 
With all his Lords and Ladies dance-* 

This Curate heard th* affair with deep emotion. 
And thus exclaim\i, with infinite devotion : 
*♦ OLord! O Lord! O Lord! O Lord I 
•' Fine doings these, upon^my word ! 



THs, 



♦' Thfs^ttuly., is ^ Vier.jr pretty thing ! . • *•,,-" 

"^ What will become iQf this most stocking worid ? 

*' Hoyv richly such ;a' rogue .^^serve^Vloswingi • ,.; - 
"jVnd then to Satan's hottest? flaineis l?e Wl -d ! • ' 

*' Obr by this da^n^ deed how I amhucripdL ., . 
*' A dog in Christian ground be buried ! 

" And have an epitajph^ fprso^lh^. sO civji j ' : / ' 
** Egad ! old maid* will presently! be foabd . , 
*' Clapping'Vheir dead ram-(!a/« in holy ground 9 . i •♦ 

" And writinij verses {Hijeachjnousjng devil.'*; , ,' . 

AgamsUfodi future casualty pr^vidiDg; 

The Priest sat ofF^ like Homer's Neptiine, striding. 

Vowing to put the culpriJL in the Court : 
. He fouhd him at the spaniers Tiumble grave; , 

Not praying, neither singing of a stave : 

And thus began t' fltw^c him— not exhort: 

** Son of the Dev'l, what hast thou done ? 
" Nought far the action can atone. 

'* i snould not; wonder if thegreat AlJ-wise 
** Quick darted down his lightning all sO r«d>^ 
**' And dash'd to earth that wretched head^ 

*' Wbich daf'd so foul> so base an* act devise, 

*^ Bury Bdog'Wke Christian folk I . " 

** None but the fiend of darkness could provoke ^ 

'* A man to perpetrate a deed so odd : 
*' Our Inquisition soon the talfe shal^ hear^ 
" And quickly your fine fleece shall sheer — 
. *' Why, »uch a villain can't believe in Gpdf** * ^ 



u 



Softly ! my revVend Sir," the 'Squirfe reply'd 5 
•• Tray wa^ as good a dog as' ever dy'd 9 
'*' No education could his morals mend : 

" And what, pexhaps. Sir, you may doubt„ 

" Before his lamp of life went out, 
^ He order'd you a legacy, my friend." 

Vot, h O o. ^ DjA 
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*' Did he ! poor d<» !" the softeD'd Frieit rejoInM^ 

in accents pitiful and kind 3 
" What! wasHTroy/ Fm •onry fcr poor Tray : 

'^ Whylruly, dogs of such rare merit, 

^ Such real nobleness of spidt, 
'* Should not like cdmrnon dog^ be pot away. 

" Well ! pray what was it that be gave, 

^ Poor fellow! ere he sought the graved ^ 

** I guess I may put confidence Sir, in ye.^ ^ !l 

" A piece of gold/' the gentleman feply'd. 
•' Vm much obliged to Tray/' the Parson cry'd j 

So- left God's «ai(i^ and pocketed the guiBea* 



YET« should I imitate the fickle wind^ n | 

Or Mister patfia £dsn — change my nML t 1 

And for the Bard your M^^esty saoukl.8eiu( ■ 

And say, '*^ Well weD,. well well,, ray iMfiefltl friend^ 

*' I long, I long, to give you somethiM,PcT bb ; 

" You make fine verses*— nothing can De sweeter: * 

** What will you hatve ^ what,, what ^. speak out-^-^^peaE. 

" out— ^ 

^' Yes, yes, you something want, noxloubt^ nedeabH"* 

Or should you like some men who gravely preachy. - 

Forsake your usual short-hand mode of speech. 

And ^ bus .berin,jn bible-phrase sublime : ' ' 

" What shall'be done for our rare Sm qfRfq/mf,^ 

* The Bard who full of wisdom writeth, j 

«' The man in whom the KfN<s delightetk ^ I 

Then ^ould the Poet thankfully re|Jy, ' 

With fadt'ring voice, low bow,:.and marvVng eye^ j 

All meekness I sueh a simple^ dove-Bke dling t ' I 

*• Blest be the Bard who verges can indite 1 

" To yield a seconi Solonum delight ! 
, ^* liirice blest who fmdetii &voujp witk-tlie King !^ 

'•Snce 
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«' Since His the Ro^al Will to give the Bard 
'' In whom the King delighteth, some reward, 
'' Some mark of Royal Bointy to requite him : 
** O King ! do any thing hxtknighi Ami/' 
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